Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



b..i,s^K l|.\V.WnP 







600002962P 



BO 



X- ^^ 



4 



f. *- 



POEMS. 



'■i 



^ ^/~- ^/-^ '^^^ 



liT 



- 1 

I 






POEMS 



FOUNDED Olf THE 



EVENTS OF THE WAR 



IN THE 



PENINSULA. 



BY 

THE WIFE OF AN OFFICER. 



** How shall a Bard unknowing and unknown^ 
** His meed to each Victorious Leader pay, 
** Or bind on every brow the Laurel won ? " 

Walte* Scott, 



1819. 



yf^^^ 




Printed by W. Ti^o, Hytbt. 



TO 
FIELD MARSHAL 

THE MOST NOBLE 

ARTHUR, 

DUKE OF WELLINGTON, 
OF CIUDAD RODRIGO, AND OF VICTORIA, 

PHIXCE OF WATERLOO, 

K.G. G. C. B. K.C. F. G.C. T. S. G. C. M. T. 

&c, &o. &<>. 

THIS LITTLE VOLUME 
18 RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED 

BY 

HIS grace's 

VERY GRATEFUL HUMBLE SERVANT, 

THE AUTHOR. 



CONTENTS. 



Page 

ADDRESS to Field Marshal His Grace the Duke 

of Wellington ix. 

A SKETCH written in 1814 1 

Notes to the Sketch 25 

The CONVENT BELL— Canto 1 31 

II 45 

III 61 

IV 75 

V 91 

VI 107 

VII 125 



TO 



FIELD MARSHAL 



HIS GRACE 



THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON. 



Hushed is the lofty note thy trumpet poured ;-— 

The laurel garland and the olive bough 
Hide in luxuriant shade thy warlike sword, 

Wave o'er thy head, and twine around thy brow : 
On rbing billows thy triumphant prow 

Hath rode exulting, and defied the storm ; 
While like the dark and troubled wave beloWf 

Dimly my feeble lay reflects the form 
Of that majestic Bark, with life and glory warm. 
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Yet scorn it not, unworthy though it be, 

For in the trembling hour of doubt and fear, 
This heart its dearest treasures gave to thee,* 

To tread attendant on thy bright career ; 
To poise at thy behest the glittering spear 

That bore the tyrant headlong from his throne ; 
Thy deathless trophy of renown to rear, 

And press where'er thy meteor standard shone, 
From Tejo's royal tide, to Gallia's proud Garonne. 

The mellowing hand of Time may soften down 

The vivid tints that on the canvass glare ; 
But his mild touch with richer grace shall crown 

The master strokes that shine immortal there. 
Nor blooms thy Lusian wreath less brightly fair. 

Though clustering garlands emulate its hue ; 
Or single or combined, they still declare 

That hand the vengeful bolt unerring threw, 
From Assaye's burning plain, to awful Waterloo. 



* The Husband and the Brother of thie Author served iu the 
Army lender Ih^ commaad of His Grace, during ijie. War in ike 
IPeniosula. 
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Joy to the living Brave ! and peace to those 

Who sealed their triumphs with the free-born tide! 
Whether their last exulting breath arose 

Where Gaul's fierce eagles stooped their towering 
pride ; 
Or saw they the Atlantic wave divide 

Their country from her sons with mighty roll, — 
And fell by thy lamented Pakenham's side, 

When he to Heaven resigned his gallant soul, 
In climes whence Wolfe had sprung to that celestial goal. 

Warrior ! with matchless might thine arm hath braved 

The sternest onset of thy Country's foe ; 
With equal grace thy soothing hand hath waved 

The branch that bade war's torrent cease to flow. — 
Poor were the gifts that grateful King's bestow. 

But thou canst gild them with thine own bright 
blaze ; 
And long, Oh long may that rich lustre glow, 

To cheer our peaceful councils with the rays 
That flashed in blasting power on the Usurper's gaze! — 



A SKETCH, 



WRITTEN IN THE TEAR 



1814. 



The itnaU Figura in the Text refer to their retpeetive numbert in 

the jyotes id (he end of the Poem. 



A SRBTCfl» 



WRITTEN IN THE TEAR 



1814. 



XuB sullen echo of the cannon^s roar 
Had died in silence on Cornnna^s shore ; 
The lessening fleet had mingled with the skj, 
That bore the freight of grief-clad victory. 
A generous foe had raised the heroes tomb, 
Admired his prowess, and deplored his doom : 
Heaven's gentle dews dispersed the sanguine stain^ 
Spring cast her verdant mantle o'er the slain : 
They rested in their glory ; — and the scene 
Was still and calm as war had never been : 
Deselted all the long contested shore, 
And silence dwelt around the tomb of Moore, 
Spread o'er the subjugated hills of Spain, 
And reigned o'er hapless Lusia's lost domain ; 



B 



The gloomy silence of the dead was there,— 
Tbe deep and awfolstilliicss of despair : 
England had £ongbt in Tain, and left the land 
Which bowed to usurpation's lawless hand. 
Whae was the hope that conid their fears beguile ? 
The waves had borne it back to Britain's Isle. 
While conscience told ofenjj and mistrust, — 
Spain was ungrateful, and Britannia just. 
Affiighted Lisbon dreads another flood, 
A second deluge of her native blood. 

What guardian angel hovers o'er the coast ? 

Yimeiro's hero leads a British host ! 

O is it he, the victor chief sublime. 

The conquering warrior from Hindostan's cUme i 

Behold the martial air, the loftj crest, 

The piercing eye, 'tis Wellesley stands confos'd. 

Eager they press the welcome band to view^ 

Ai^d scarcely deem the glorious vision true, 

Impatient to believe, yet fearful doubt 

Dimmed the glad eye, and chcck'd the joyfi!il shout j 

On trembling lips the half-breathed << Viva " hung. 

Throbbed in the heart) but fimltered o'w the ton|pie^ 
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Till victory on each beaming hdm appeaft. 
To soothe their minds, and dissipate their fean. 
O then how loud was raised th' exulting ciy f 
What oft redoubled << Vivas" rent tfte iky t 

Tis not for my weak pencil to pomtrey 
The Chief who led Britannia's prond array ; 
'Tis not for me to paint that wond'rons mind. 
Which holds each lofty attribute combined^ 
Which claims alike the laurel and the paUoi 
Heroic valour poised by judgment calm. 
Let prudence speak, or enterprise inspire, 
This prompt the fight, or that the cool retire, 
The Leader hears, views, ponders and combines^ 
Thien moves with silent speed his ready lines ; 
If retrograde, where breathes the hardy wigfat^ 
Who dares to call that calm retreat a flight ? 
If to advance, more bold were he to stay, 
And brave the is^ue of so dire a fray ; 
Witness France, India, Portugal and Spain, 
Our Wellcsley never drew the sword in vaiil ; 
Alike unknown to him to fly or yield, 
Victor he stood Od ev'iy batde field. 
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Nor end his. labours with the conflict done, 
Still vigilaqce and Wellington are one; 
When sleep and silence reign throughout th^ carpp. 
The wakeful Chieftain trims his midnight lamp ; 
While Heaven applauding gives its aid divine, 
He plans with matphl^ skill the high design i 
Tp rescue ns^tiops, Ibid oppression cease, 
And bless the world with Liberty and peape. 

See Murray,^ the Ulysses of the war. 
The mighty engine at bis word prepare ;-t-? 
As the calm helmsmap at the rudder placed, 
Guides the rich freight along the watery waste ; 
The wis0 Commander bids the chart unroll, 
That points th' obtrusive rock and treacherous shoal \ 
Silent he watches with experienced eye, 
The breakers rise, the hostile rock is nigh, — • 
He gives th' expected sigQ, with sudden tack. 
The well- trimmed vessel finds her destined track ; 
Again the Chief commands — the ropes they strain, 
She floats triyimpbant o'er the subject main. 
So plans great Well^sley's minfl, acu^ and clear. 
The future progress of his high career ; 
So Murray stands with cool observant skill. 
And moves the vast machine obedient to his wijl, 



Of judgment clear and comprehensive mind^ 
Stewart? fulfils tbe task his Chief designedi 
To hear, arrange, embody and enroll 
The wide minutias of the mighty whole. 
Weil might'st thou deem that soul of serious bent 
Were meeter for the cabinet than tent; 
But mark him when the battle shouts arise ; 
How keen tiie ray that flashes from his eyes i 
He checks his charger with a master hand^ 
And bends attentiye for the wished command j 
Then shakes his lofty plume, and gives the mn^ 
And like a whirlwind scours the distant plain : 
Bold Erin's fire o'er every feature beams, 
And on his dazzling bl^e the fpeman'ii deeiJfliAit^i 
gleams, 

Once more the red-cross banner streams on high^ 
<^ England for Lusia'* once again the cry ; 
The sword is drawn, the scdbbard past away. 
And files on files their glittering front display ; 
Pour their bold numbers with resistless force, 
And hold unchecked a long victorious course ^ 
In Tain the foe, on Douro's furthest strand, 
bought a last refuge fcnr his flying l)aq4 } 
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The stream k crdssed, — and welcome came the night. 
With friendljr veH ^ shroud their panting flight, 
And stay the fury of that dreadful spear, 
That pressed impetuous on their shrinking rear. 

Mindful of Lisbon's unprotected towers, 

iThe Chief returns with his triumphant powers ; 

Short space they pause, then flushed with conquest whed 

Their sounding march, to succour high Castile, 

Now Talavera viewed the awful sight, 

Two mighty tNmds preparing for the fight : 

The battle raged beneath the noontide ray. 

It raged unsated at Ihe close of day : 

Aftother rises,—- do they still remain ? 

Renew the conflict ! England fights for Spain ! 

On, gallant Hill !^ confirm thy brilliant fiune. 
And chafTge them boldly in thy Country's name! 
'Tis done — and victory wavers now no more. 
The last fief ea straggle of despanr is oVr ; 
Old EnglandTs'welMHiown shout ascends oohig^ 
And her victoriooa flag flisatsto the evenings sky.^ 

Oh, for one gleam of the bright fay that dione 
O'er the unconqiiisMd' ptjains of Anagoni 



Could not the sound of Sanigona'i name 

Tinge jon pale Spaniards with the hue of diame t 

Still shall the scowl of the malignant eye 

Lour on the dawn of Hope and libertyt 

Shall Envy's hissing snake^ and Discord's brandy 

Still render vain the might of Wdlesley'^i baiid i 

Ingrates, farewdl ! full many a sanguine staifi . 

Shall dew the bosom of unworthy Spain, 

Ere those indignant bands seek her dark faiUs agiuflu 

Lusia, the patient and the brave, extenik 

Her faithful arms^ in welcome to her firieads :— 

Rash foeman pause, and deem it not a flight ; 

The sword is flaming on Busaco's height : 

Presumptuous ! thou would'st check ttie liou'is way^ 

And he has turned, and holds thee nt ;» bay i-^ 

Back I and retrace thy mouotain paih <VB^> 
He scorns thy force,— "tbebold Mmfit 4f waiih 

— ^^ Where is the mighty hero, wtbereMs pri4s'? ^ 
In weak derision soon ihfi Fjienchiwn orjed, 
^< Flames he beyond tbe lines of Pprtjogid^ 
<^ Or does he couch beneath frail Lisbon's wall ? 
^^ Where can this chumpiAO of Ibma ^fo, 
^^ Our ranks befioiie i|M% and Uhiad 0mw^i 
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<< Can one small tract of barren land sustain 

^' These British heroes, and these hopes of Spain t*^ 

—And was it so ? Alas ! on ev'ry side 

The reign of terror now had spread so wide. 

That nations paralysed had dropped the sword, 

And owned in silent awe one despot lord. 

The Russian eagle cowered his sable head, 

And closed his drooping wing in angry dread ; 

WhUe Austria, Prussia, Denmark, Sweden joined, 

In one disgraceful sullen league combitied. 

Then Liberty through Europe's ample bound, 

But three small consecrated spots had found ; 

Her temple built on Albion's mighty rock, 

Unshaken stood, and still defied the shock : 

At Cadiz yet she found undaunted GrsBme 

Preserved -an altar sacred to her name ; 

Through Lisbon's crowded streets her step might stray. 

For Wellington liad barred th' invader's way ; 

His fiery sword was drawn, though still his hand. 

And stillness reigned throughout each hostile band. 

« 

Momentous pause ! ev'n Englimd shuddered th^9 
Md nqpt attention filled the minds of men : 
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Not half so diead that cloud V impending fonn^ 
That silent tells the fitst approaching storm ; 
The scale is poised aloft ; and all discern 
The &te of Europe hangs upon the turn. 

A sudden fear the yaunting toe overtakes :-*- 

They move — 'tis done ! the gathered tempestlmidES ; 

And Wellington at that blest signal starts. 

Swift as from Heaven's wide arch the ligbtaing puts ; 

Grand as its bursting bla^e of living light, 

4 

Is that which marks his path in streaming i^cMry bright« 
What muse of fire shall dare that path to irtoe, 
And sing the splendours of the victor's rac6^? 
How each presumptuous obstacle he spumed, 
And high Rodrigo's ducal faonors^ earned ? 
How Badajoz in vain his arms withstood, 
And bloodily defended, MlinUood; 
What wreaths on Salamanca's plain he won^ 
From daring France and her determined Son ? 
Her columns moved mAgftificently bright. 
Firm and compacted as> the rocky heighti— 
Now crushed, dispersed^ miar the wrecks 'ai»boniey 
Like those majestic rocks by iirideii eniribqilidMi tom.' 
Wbai joyfol cfowd» upoBitbs Here nviit, • ' 
When glad Madrid had oped her royal gate, 
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Aod (he TUi Aadov of m 

Our WdUgr's atttcUm tiinipfai kftvr sdbdoBd 
Envy, Miglniil, and Imk Ii^;nlitiidr : — 
Iberia pnrffen Id kk aTiii^ hand 
Her pofpcr waSdtbtnif and eupicuie oouwid* 
The douds of daifc Suspicion roll away. 
And Fnedom cheen her with its dawning lay. 
The Chieftain ^ringt his flaming swoid to wkid 
In dieadfid Tcngeance on Yitoria's 6dd ; 
That fieiy combat and eznlting chace, 
That sealed the weak Usurper's last disgrace. 

Now cease^ ye warriors, yiew your perils past. 
The glorioos consummation hail at last : 
Tgo had swelled th' ayenger's step to greet. 
And bade his billows gambol at your feet ; 
Douro had beared his rushing tide in vain 
To clear his groaning borders of the slain, 
\l^hen first upon his wave your banners rose. 
And shone abore your hecatombs of foes ; — 
Once more his stream was destined to contey 
The ventoroui bwdi that imootbed the rugged way. 
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£bro had mourned by Saragossa's wall, 
Awful in triumph, glorious in her fall ! 
Deep in the caverns of his oozy bed, 
Oblivion's mantle wrapped the mingled dead ; 
The hostile step profaned his flowery shore. 
Bathed with unsparing tides of patriot gore, . 
Till his glad stream beheld your conquering course. 
And murmured sounds of triumph from its source. 
Yes, all are passed : — ^broke is the Despot's chaiB ; 
And Portugal is free — enfranchised Spain ! 

Why pause ye not ? why turn your eager eyes 

Where yonder Pyrenean heights arise ? 

There rests each panting foe upon his lance. 

Beyond is spread the sacred soil of France /-^^ 

— ^ On, Soldiers, on ! the Gallic land's in view ; 

The glorious deeds of other days renew; 

Bid Agincourt and Cressy live again, 

Revenge for England, Portugal and Spain ! '— 

Light as the sportive kids that spring to crop 

The tempting verdure of the mountain's top|L 

Our warriors scale each height, secure each pan > 

And brave the terrors of each frowning mass. 

Chased to their native liolds the robbers turn, 

With desperation's fiie their bosoms bum — 

c2 
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Fieroel J they nuh on their undaunted foe. 

Who holds his progress steadily and slow. 

Down many a lofly mountain's verdant side 

Streams with unsparing gush the life-warm tide; 

The rocks reverberate in sullen tone, 

The roar of cannon, and the dying groan, 

While hand to hand their ra^strung nerves they strain 

To check th' advancing force — ^but strive in vain . 

Shades of the valiant dead, arise ! advance ! 
Once more the red-cross flag waves o'er the fields of France! 
And chiefly thou from yonder sea-beat shore, 
Heroic martyr, loved, lamented Moore ! 
Come and rejoice in thine and Scotia's fame, 
fiehold her Stewart,^ Ramsay,^ Hope,^ and Groeme*'' 
Stewart, the high-souled son of chivalry. 
With heart of fire, and valour-beaming eye ; 
Gentle in peace, as terrible in war. 
And decked with many a deep and glorious scar. 
Ramsay, whose veins boast that unsullied tide^ 
That gushed with patriot zeal by Wallace' side ; , 
In whos» unshrinking soul and tranquil mind, 
The eagle and the dove are gracefully combined. 
And Hope, thy faithful Hope, whose manl^ tear 
Streamed in deep anguish on thy bloody bier, 
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Who hung the troph j of undying fiuDCy 

With friendship^ pious hand around thy name. 

Then grasped the sword, and bade thy shade aiia^ 

To reyel in the promised sacrifice. 

Graeme too — Sebastian's crumbling walls procUum 

The far-subduing prowess of the Graeme ; 

The chief whom Cadia saw renowned in fighty 

Whose course has been like Phcebus' race of light ;-r^. 

From clouds and mists the shining beam was bom^ 

When sorrow's night gare place to glory's momS 

High blazed the splendour of tiie noontide day^ 

And yiyid brightness marks his westward ray« 

Lo where he plants upon the Pyrenees 

The flag that waved in proud Barrosa's breeae. 

There hung the phalanx terrible and bright, 
A threatening torrent on the mountain's height. 
Prepared to rend with desolating sweep, 
A thundering path-way down the dizzy steep. 
All-conquering Wellington! what joy was thine 
As gleamed thy glance along that kindling line; 
Swdled not thy heart with retrospective pride , 
To trace their giant course from Tejo's ride. 
And view thy triumphs, where the hydia foei 
la hot succenion on thy path aroie ? 



14 



The force of nature, and the wiles of art, 
Combined in vain to daunt that stedfast heart ; 
The conquest-nurtured warriors of the Gaul, 
Hie steel-fenced turret, and embattled wall, 
The guarded pass, the rapid stream's extent, 
Alike to thy controuling genius bent. 
Even the dark passions of the human breast 
Bow to thy mandate and subside to rest : 
Behold the proud unbending sons of Spain 
With pleased obedience follow in thy train, 
With transport greet thy step approaching near, 
And pour th' exulting ^^ Viva " on thine ear ; 
While the sure hope of deathless victory 
Throbs in each British pulse and Ughtens in the eye. 

There gallant Pakenham^ oft in danger tried. 

The sword and pen with equal zeal supplied, 

While in his breast with emulation strove 

A hero's ardour and a brother's love. 

There enterprising Hill and active Cole,^ 

Bold Picton,^^ Alten^^ of impetuous soul, 

Clinton,^^ and many a chief of dauntless eye, 

The least a star in glory's galaxy. 

Curb the hot steed, and poise the burnished brand. 

While proudly marshals each his warrior band^ 
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Jost vengeance whets the Lusian soldiers^ sivordy 

Led by their loved their valiant Beresford :^^ 

(By Erin sent to bless another soil, 

A native lion formed to martial toil^) 

His careful hand, through many a weary day^ 

Trained and prepared them for the future fray. 

Lo ! the bright trophy on that warlike shield ! 

Thine, Beresford, was Albuera's field : 

Down to posterity's remotest line, 

The glories of that awful day shall shine. 

Though Death appeared clad in his wildest form^ 

Though all his spirits rode upon the storm, 

Though thunder answered to thy cannon's roar. 

Mixed with war's crimson tide though torrents poui^ 

Though tenfold rage inspired the might of Gaul, 

Thy star pre-eminent o'ercame them all ! 

When to immortalize this wondrous dge, 

Some future Camoens pens the classic page, 

Thy honoured name the glowing line shall grace, 

Supporting pillar of the X*usian race. 

Thy steps they followed through admiring Spain^ 

And stamped their might in many a crimson stain; 

Till the bright blade thou taught'st their arm to wield) 

^ow gleams terrific o'er the Gallic field* 
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D'Urban^^ is theve, with Hardingei^ nt his side. 

In patient skill and daring deed allied ; 

They watched the flame^ and fanned it in its rise. 

Prompt to arrange, direct, and organize, 

Till all matured, and plunging in the fight, 

The harrest of their toil thej reaped in stem delight. 

St. Marcial's towering hills shall long retain 
The record bright of renovated Spain ; 
Cheered by the smile of Wellington she stood $ 
Fintf as the rocky tenant of the flood, 
While lab'ring up the mount her ancient foe, 
Rose in dark numbers from the plain below ; 
Then with impetuous and overwhelming sweep 
She charged the routed phalanx down the steep ; 
Nor ceased the keen pursuit till in the wave 
Each foe had found a refuge or a grave.-— 

Proud Roncesvalles ! famed in martial song. 
Thy trembling caves- were destined to prolong 
The bugle blast of a more fktal horn 
Than that << on Fontatrabiati echoes borne.*' 
From thy tall heights how beauteous was' the scene f 
Ileie tlie rich vineyard bends its giaedEiil screeq. 
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There lofty ttees and flowerj shrubs are spread^ 

And the white mansion lifts its stately head, 

The frequent streamlets yet uncrimsoned glide^ 

And murmur to the peaceftil bowers beside; 

While firom his rural cot the harmless swaiur 

Eyes the rich promise of the golden grain, 

Yet trembles at the living thunder cloud 

Whose awftil folds the mountains* summit shroud^ 

Where Britain's meteor standard gleams afar, 

Like the portent of some red blazing star ;--^ 

And nearer it approaches, while on high 

Ascend the shout and martial minstrelsy : 

Yes, England's heroes to the charge advance,— 

Woe to the tyrant ! woe to faithless France ! 

She views their close-wedged columns wide and deep 

Expand like gathered clouds with fearful sweep, 

Still destined like their sires of other times, 

By righteous Heaven to scourge proud Grallia's crimei* 

She sees the sabre flashing to the ray. 

Hears the fierce war-horse breathe th' impatient neigh ; 

Already does she feel her trembling plains 

Shrink from the pressure of the ponderous wains, 

Whose iron tubes unsparingly shall pour 

On the Destroyer's head, destruction's shower ; 
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Wider and fiercer rolls th* iavading flood ; 
The thirsty soil absorbs her bravest blood — 
Long shaU her peasants shudder o'er the tale 
That telk the sanguine glories of Nivelle, 
Whose many a vine-clad hill and proud chateau 
Resounded back the thunder of the foe. 

— Marshal of France ! still dost thou idly dream 
To cope with Him— the Chief of Douro's stream ? 
Bold is thy heart, and able is thy hand,— • 
Combine thy powers, and charge the British band ; 

Charge home upon their left there- Hope shall greet 

Thy fierce approaches with a welcome meet. 
What ! canst thou not dislodge that little force, 
Nor check one moment their determined course ? 
Then summon all thy enterprise and skill, 

I 

There, on the right, is well-remembered Hill- 
Rush with overwhelming force, and bid the Niv^ 
The knangled bodies of thy foes receive : — 
Tain is thy utmost rage ! as well thy might 
Shall hurl upon the vale yon mountain's he^ht ^ 
Repulsed, defisated, to thy holds retire, 
In loDg«accustomed pangs of unavaili^ ire !— - 
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What angrj river heaves his billowf high, 

And roars defiance as he thunders by ? 

Adour in vain those swelling waves shall irear, 

The Lords of Ocean in their might appear t 

Awed by the potent sceptre of the main, 

The furious tides their raging course lestndu, 

While wonderous skill and force uniting bore 

The bold invaders to the fiirthest shore. 

Then winding Pau upon her banks might trace ' 

The transient struggle and continued chaoe, 

While Beresford, Hill, Stewart, Alten, Cote, 

Picton^ and Clinton, like a deluge roll.--* 

Again the Gaul, in obstinate despair. 

Pauses and hovers on the heights of Aire;— 

But ill may Soult brave Stewart^s arm sustain^ 

That cheeked his pride on Albuera's plain, 

And hurls with practised might the withering bolt anuiill* 

Another stream appears in sparkling pride, 
Where mingled fleets of various nations ride ; 
Garonne — O source and prmnise of tepo&d I . 
Europe shall rest from her unnumbered woeiH* 
Crown of their toils, reward of every pain, 
Blest proof our horoes had not fought in Tain ; 
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What throbs of joy each gallant heart confessed. 
What tenfold transport thrilled each patriot breasl> 
When o'er the dancing billows of Garonne 
High waved the milk-white standard of Bourbon. 

O ye, the instruments of God's high will> 
The fate of nations destined to fulfil. 
The scourge of tyrants, succour of the weak ! 
In vain the kthle muse your deeds would speak t 
O'er many a hard-won triumph she has passed 
Untold, but not unfelt : — whose fame sl^U last, 
When the weak hand that darei this sketch essay 
For ages shall have joiu'd its native clay ; — 
Rest, and exult in your unnumbered spoils^ 
And view the golden harvest of your toils» 

When confidence and peace were given agaia 
To the glad vales of Portugal and Spain, 
The bright example of your martial fire 
Bade Liberty's rekindling flame aspire ;— 
The Hollander, too long enduring, broke, 
With one indignant burst, the galling yoke. 
The Northern Eagles learned their might to know^^ 
And soared terrific o'er the shrinking foe. 
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The Russian came— in one imperial hand 

Stern Justice bade him wave her vengeful brand } 

Peace in the other placed her verdant palm. 

And mercy steeped it in her holy balm. 

Austria's bright numbers gleamed along the plain^ 

And swelled to awful force the threatening train. 

The soil of Frederic, worthy of hb sway, 

Where half-restrained, indignant valour lay, 

Now heard the signal, and with rushing pride 

Poured thundering forth her bold and eager tide; 

What foe so brave but owned the throb of dread 

When Prussia followed where her Blucher led 2 

That wonderous chief upon whose veteran brow 

The honours of his northern winter flow-? 

A fearful winter, torrible in form. 

Whose hand the ^^ whirlwind drives and hurlf tbe 

storm.'' 
The hardy Swede with glowing bosom came, 
To share the field of danger and of fame. — 
In one dread mass, for one high deed combined 
They march, avengers of the human kind. 
Astonished France the wonderous vision viewed, 
Hex barriers forced, her bravest sons subdued ; 
An instant sees the mighty havoc cease, 
Ai^d hears the victor's question— War, or Peac^ I 
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Twixt trembling kope^ dark fear, and cold mistru^^ 
She faltaredy-^Heaven in thunder cried ^ Be just! ' 
The awful voice is heard — the struggle o'er — 
One moment passed — Oppression was no more ! 

But where are thejr, Britannia's victor crew ? 
Rest they the triumphs of their band to view ? 
Alas ! unconscious of the glad result, 
In one last, fruitless victory they exult ; 
And bitterest tears the drooping laurel stain, — 
Those gallant hearts for once have bled in vain. 
Weep on-->-how soothing are the tears that flow. 
When grateful nations press to share our woe I 
^— O who can speak the numbers of the slain. 
To rich Toulouse from Cadiz' distant plain ? 
Nameless and low, their warrior graves abound, 
Where their free life-blood fertilized the ground : 
There rescued lands upon their dOids shall dwell. 
And tale and song their high atchievments tell ; 
< There on his cloud each warrior's ghost shall sail^ 
And murmur notes of triumph in the gale. 
While, far removed, to fond afiection's eyes. 
By fancy's power each grass-clad sod shall rise ; 
The childless mother dwell upon the theme, 
The ifiidow see it in het broken dream ; 
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Oft from her restless couch convulsive starts 
And snatch her sleeping in&nt to her heart, 
Prepared to bend before that visioned grave. 
For ever closed upon the fond and brave ; 
To wander o'er the ne'er-forgotten plain, 
And seek for one among ten thousand slain* 
The vision flies — she sinks^ but not io sleep, 
Her only luxury to think and weep. 
Still on each spot the sacred laurels bloom. 
And cypress sheds its melancholy gloom ; 
The laurel flourishes luxuriant there, 
And lifts its whitening foliage to the air ; 
Sweet plant ! so gracefully thou had'st not stood. 
But thou wert nurtured with those heroes' blood. 

Ye living brave, whose hearts with rapture batiii 

Britannia's pride to her glad arms return : 

O haste to greet the soil for ev^ free, 

And say ^ We conquered, toiled, and Med for thee/- 

What eager crowds will throng with fond acclaim. 

The shore re-echoing to each well-known Bame i 

O Albion ! ever blessed be thy sod : — 

'' Blest U the knd Hmt calb the Lord her CM.*" 
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Not unto thee, fair Island, not to thee 

The praise, the honour and the glory be ; 

But to the Lord thy Grod, thy saving light, 

Who filled thy heart with faith, tliine arm with migM ; 

'Twas He that raised the tyrant of the hour, 

To scourge the nations and exalt His power, 

While thou wert made the instrument of good, 

To close th' allotted day of rage and blood. 

We must not raise our grateful hymns to thee, 

For " 'Twas the Ix)rd who triumphed gloriously." 

Jf thou hast stood when Death his flag unfurled^ 

Firm as the stedfast centre of the world ; 

If thou hast sent thy naval sons to ride 

Acknowledged sovereigns of the ocean tide ; 

If thy unconquered troops have strode afar, 

Lords of the fight, and masters of the war ; 

If thou hast found thine own unaided land 

Supply with endless means thy liberal hand ; 

If Freedom on thy shore is throned so high. 

That slavery can but touch the strand, and die : — 

O bend Britannia to the Lord of Heaven, 

Whose High Right Hand these glorious gifts hath gireny 

And bid thy oft-assembled thousands raise 

Theswelliag note of Joy , the choral hymn of Praise. 
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CONVENT BELL. 



A TALE. 



IN SEVEN CANTOS. 



THE CONVENT BELL. 



CAifto r. 



I 

Hark 1 to-tte distenf CJbiiTCiiV IMI^ 
That rolls its deep anJsoleniirknelf 

UpcHi tile passiBg-breeser 
The choral' sftate has died' a^fajr, 
And^llhe last tafier^ik giitnmeriiig^nqr 

Has faded from the trees. 
Again the silver mooib-beains rest 
Unbroken on the mountain Vbteafitf 

That rises in* mi^estic gmce', 
And nought beneatU tHe midhi^hf Bcttttr 
Is heard, save ycrndtorwindfiig irtre(att> 

ThAt AtnUQMiiif its base. 
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IL 
It is not long since this lone glcn 
Rang to the tread of armed men. 

Britons they were, whose blood had djred 
' 'the Douro's rushing wave. 

When many a crest of martial pride 

Foond by that gloomy torrent's sidc^ 
A low and silent grave. 

The Conqueror had drawn his train 
Back towVd Abrantes height, 

From thence to succour trembling Spainy 
With his collected might. 

This was a little wounded band, 
Who left beneath Oporto's towers^ 
Had risen with renovated powers, 

And longed to grasp the vengeful brandy 
And by their peerless Wellesley led, 
Wreak Europe's wrongs on Gallia's head. 

III. 
Their Chief was one whom glory's call 
Had tempted from his father's hall| . 

In manhood's early prime ; 
He left his Erin's emerald Isle^ 
The charms of home, and beauty's smile^ 

The steeps of Fame to climb; 
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And well his warlike deeds might grace 
The glories of his ancient race. 
Touch but his heart with patriot ire, 
His dark eye flashed a living fire, 

And his firm front withstood, 
In dauntless brow, the cannon's blaze ; — 
Unmov'd that stedfast eye could gaze 

On his own streaming blood, 
And, fainting on the field, his glance 
Defied the foes protended lance, 

In stern unaltered mood. 

IV. 
But when in that expressive eye. 
The beam of sensibility 

Resumed its wonted reign, 
'Twas soft as eve's reflected sky 

Upon the watery plain. 
When storms that heaved the waves, on high '* 

Have sunk to rest again. 
A sabre wound brave Ronald bore. 
Of late from Douro's blood-stained shore, 

Which was but scantly healed ; 
Though now, impatient of delay, 
He heads his comrades' briglit ^rray, ' 

And leads them to the field. 

w 
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V. 
With buoyant spirits light as air^ 
A bounding heart untouched by care, 
With sparkling eye, and polished brow, 
And downy chedk of healthful glow, 

The young Fitz- Arthur came ; — 
A sprightlier youth of courage free 
Ne'er graced the lists of chivalry, 

Nor sought the fields of feme. 
His smile was gay as summer flowers, 
His heart was soft as yemal showers. 
And all of noble, good, sincere, 
In that unclouded mind appear. — 

VI. 
It boots not here to tell the name 
Of each from Douro's banks that came ; 
SufBoe it they were hearts as brare 
As ever crossed the azure wave, 

From Britain's chalky shore. 
As erer taught her foes to fetl 
The force of that terrific steel. 

Her conquering legions bore. 
From Albion's cultifated plain> 

From Erin's ?eidant sod. 
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From Caledonia's mouotain reign^ 
They came to rescue falling Spain 

From the Usurper's rod. 
Oporto saw the earnest giyen — 

Saw her detested foes 
Forth from her walls in panic driven, 
While to the favouring breeze of heaveo 

St George's banner rose. 

VII. 
The little band bj Ronald led 
Bent to this glen their dubious tread, 
As the fourth sun at evening smiled ; 
And here their burnished arms thej piled^ 
And sate them on the ground to share 
The patient soldier's simple fare. 
Soft was the summer eve, — it stole 
With soothing charm o'er Ronald's soul ; 
— ^< Seest thou Fitz- Arthur, where the beam 

Arrajrs you mountain's lofty brow ? 
Mark how that glory's living stream 

Gilds the high broken ridge, and now 
*Ti8 gone, — and see the dazzling sky, 
A gold and purple canopy. 
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Iteflectcd on the sireamlers face. 
And vying with the gorgeous flowers, 

That nature in this lonely place 
Has strewed, to shame our richest bowers. 

VIII. 
O why should man^s inconstant heart 
Prefer the gilded wiles of art, 
Unmindful of the whispering voice 
That wooes him to a nobler choice ? 
Why shuns he still the lowly dell, 
Where truth and contemplation dwell. 
And seeks the gaudy edifice. 
By pampered folly reared to vice ; 
Viewing with cold and languid eye 
The glories of the evening sky, 
And pining for tlic midnight glare. 
The wild debauch, — the poisoned snare 
That dwells in pleasure's syren breath. 
And lures to infamy and death ? 
— O let me still unshackled rove. 
With nature, friendship, peace, and love, 

To guide me on my way ! 
The tranquil wish, the classic page, 
Shall bless my youth and cheer my age. 
And consecrate my clay." — 
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IX. 

The rich and variegated dye, 

Was fading from the evening sky ; 

More clear and strong the moonbeam played 

Where in the olive's chequered shade, 

Each weary soldier sought repose 

Beside the rippling stream, 
While to his wandering fancy rose 

The home-restoring dream ; 
One watchful sentry paced alone, 
And carolled in a low-breathed tone 

The ditty of his native vale ; 
While, sweeping cross the mountain's side, 
To his half-uttered song replied 

In murmurs soft, the freshening gale. 

X. 

But Ronald slept not ; — o'er his frame 
By starts a shuddering chillness came : 
For spuming soon at soft repose, 
Impetuous from his couch he rose. 
Ere the skilled Leech might well assuage 
The fury of the fever's rage ; 
His half-closed wound had pained him sore, 
Beneath the parching ray, 
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Yet silently the pang lie bore» 
And seemed alert and' gay. 
Reclined upon a rising ground, 
He now bis tbrobbing brow unbound. 

To eourt the cooling breeze, 
Then wrapped his martial cloke around, 
And in calm contemplation fbund 

A momentary ease. 
But fiercer and more frequent came 
Those varying starts of chill and flame^ 

And faint and fainter drooped his bead, 
The sentry marked with pain and grief 
The sufferings of his patient Chief, 

And sought Fitz* Arthur's verdant bed ; — 
In whom for Ronald's weal he viewed 
A brother's fond solicitude. 
But vain ev'n friendship's soothing hand, 
And vainly pressed his faithfulband. 
They could not calm the panting strife, 
Where death seemed combatting with life; — 
A warmer couch was quickly spread, 
A softer pillow propped his head, 
But ghastly was the languid' smile. 
That sought to thank their aealous toil. 
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Fitz- Arthur searched with piercing ken 
The deep recesses of the glen ; — 

Is there no hut ? " he cried, 
^^ No succour can the soil afford, 
To him who in her quarrel poured 

His life^blood^s flowing tide ? 
O Ronald must thou helpless lie. 
Exposed beneath th' unpitjing sky ? 

Were earth^s whole surface mine, 
I'd freely give th' extended space. 
Beneath one sheltering roof to place 

Tliat gallant head of thine ! "— 
The tear his glistening eye confessed 
Shamed not his helmet's lofty crest. 

XII. 
Once more that wild in moonlight grejTi 

His anxious glances scan, 
Yet naught is there which can bewray 

The near abode of man* 
He only sees the glittering stream, 
That sports and dances in the beam. 
Hears but the loiteriug waters pl^ 
Among the rocks with fond delay, 
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While on its banks the olive trees 
Sigh to the whispers of the breeze. — 

XJII. 
Whence came that deep and startling sound, 

So sudden, clear, and strong, 
Which from the craggy rocks around 

A thousand caves prolong ? 
" It is — it is a Convent Bell! " 

And up the mountain side, 
Fitz- Arthur started from the dcll, 

With quick and eager stride. 
And followed through the tangled ground 
The guidance of that welcome sound. 
Onward he pressed his trackless way, 

Along the steep ascent. 
Where scattered rocks opposing lay^ 

From the dark mountain rent ; 
But each rude bulwark lightly passed, 
His venturous step is fixed at last 

On such commanding height. 
That every object placed below 
The precipice's frowning brow, 

Is spread before his sight. 
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XIV. 
Down from his dizzy post he benda 

A glance of eager hope, 
To where the peaceful vale extends^ 

Beyond that mountain's slope, 
Unbroken, save by rocks that hy, 
Hnrled downward by the tempest's sway. 
On whose fantastic shapes the beam 
Casts with full force its radiant stream, . 
And shews in mingled light and gloom^ 
The ruined tower, the sculptured tomb ', 
With all the forms that fancy brings 

To people her ideal reign, 
When night her mystic mantle flings 

O'er the dim groves, and shadowy plaia« 
The glen is open to the right, 
And thither tends his eager sight : 
There in the bright unclouded ray. 
The silver stream pursues its way, 
And winds along through orange bowen^f 
Whose golden fruit and pearly flow^n, 

Breathe their rich perfumed sijgh. 
And shine amid the foliaged shade,' 
Like heav'ns bright host €^ stars dsplayed 

On evening's purple sky. 
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Inhere blooms, remote from rude alarms, 
The signalof the Patriarch's Dove^ 

And myrtles form with bending arms 
A bower might grace the Queen of Love ; 

While with their depth of green entwines 

The lighter hue of clustering yines. 

And filr remote, ftnd towering high, 

The dark Sierra meets the sky. 

Forming, with wild majestic screbn^ 

A giant barrier to the scene, 

Where yet no human step intrudes^ 

To break its awful solitudes. 

^ 

XV. 
But hark! the welcome bell he hears^ 

Resounding from below ; 
Down to thf left a fane appears, 
Which bowered in trees its front uprears. 

White as the driven snow. 
Blithely the glad Fitz-Arthur blest 
The holy seat of pious rest, 
As springing toward the sacred ground, 
A little beaten track he found, 

Md reached the outer gate ; 
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And when the Porter's bell he plies. 
His panting breath will scarce siiffi<:e 
His errand to relate. 

XYI. 

— ^ A weary march, a wounded friend^ 
No Leech his skilful aid to lend. 
No hospitable roof in view——' 
The porter to the fane withdrew^ 
To move the Lady Abbess' mth^ 
For succour to tlie stranger joutlu 
And soon within the wicket grate^ 

Fitz- Arthur might espy^t 
A holy Friar, whose solemn gait. 
And shading cowl bespoke his state, 

Priest of the Sanctuary. 
He doffs his helm with courteous grace, 

And to the Father bends, 
Then seeks with wistful glance to trace 

What hope his suit attends ; 
While, in persuasive accents dressed,, 

The tale of Ronald's fate 
Ends with a prayer to grant him rert 

Within that holy gate. 
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XVII. 
•— ^^ Stranger ! this consecrated pile 

Safe from the sacril^ous foe, 
Our Country freed from bondage vile, 
The dawn of Peace and Plenty's smile, 

To thy protecting arms we owe : 
And shall St. Clara's gates be closed 

Against our brave Allies, 
Wounded and tired, and all exposed 

Beneath the midnight skies ? 
Forbid it Heaven ! A litter straight — 
Torches! — and open wide the gate. — 
Now warrior wilt thou lead these men 
Down yonder path ? there lies the glen : 
Mean time will I, with needful care 
Due succour for thy friend prepare, 

A lodging for thy train : — 
No time for thanks, — nay, haste away. 
Brave Ronald feels thy long delay ; — 

We soon shall meet again." — 



END OF CANTO I. 



THE CONVENT BELL- 



CANTO II. 



I. 
When Ronald op^d his eje& aa daj^ 
The fever's rage had passed away, 
And though exhausted, faint, and weak^ 
Well could his smiling looks bespeak 

Surprise and gratitude, 
When in the good Confessor's hand. 
That touched his own with gesture bland. 

The healing draught he viewed ; 
And saw his kind Fitz- Arthur bend, 
In triumph o'er his rescued friend. 
For when thej bctre their cherished freight, 
Last evening to the convent gate. 

Insensible he lay ; 
So dark and dead his slumber seemed', 
That for a while Fitz- Arthur deemed 

The soul had passed away 
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II. 

Few words the passing scene explak 

^' And now ^ Bernardo said, 
^^ The Lady Abbess does ordain, 
That here a captive you remain, 

Till medicine^s potent aid, 
Shall give you strength, again to. wield 
Your heaven-sent arms in victory's field. 
By easy march, your little band 
May muster to the chiefs command^ 

Long ere he moves again, 
And you, my gallant Sir, to tend 
With me upon your wounded friend, 

May yet awhile rema^i^; 
Your men shall have a trusty guide^ 
While a fleet messenger shall ride. 
And to the British camp repair, 
Due tidings of your state ta bear/'-r 

III. 
Fitz- Arthur, voluble and gay, 
Now rattled thoughtlessly away 

By smiling Ronald's side ; 
His ramble through the moonlight glade. 
And the Confessor's ready aid, 

A copious theme supplied. 
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And ardently he longed to pry 

Within the Convent cells, 
And feast his bold unhallowed eye, 
Where in St. Clara's sanctuary, 

Each veil-clad votaress dwells. 
He railed against the bigot sway 

That doomed them to despair, 
And mused if they were old and grey, 

Or gentle, young, and fair; 
And vowed it was his high resolve 
These doubts by fraud or force to solve, 

IV. 
As evening closed Bernardo came. 
With greeting in the Abbess^ name, 

— ^^ l^he longs to hear the tale, 
From whence your wandering footsteps 
To shelter in the lonely shade 

Of this sequestered vale : 
And of Britannia's victor host. 
Whose daring step so lately crossed 

Her native Douro's stream. 
And SGk>th to say she reckons most 

On that inspiring theme : 
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And "vvlien your pious steps incline 
To seek our house of prayer, 

And view St. Clara's holy shrine. 
She bids me guide you there." — 

V. 
A purer heart, a kinder soul, 
Ne'er dwelt beneath the monkbh cowl ; 
Much had he read, and studied long. 
And sighed for the misguided throng 
Who follow some unworthy prize 
His pious wisdom could despise. 
Peaceful and mild, and innocent. 
His philosophic days were spent ; 
St. Clara's grace to him had given 
To lead her sister-train to heayen, 
But no high pride of power or place 
Sate in his smooth brow's ample space ; 
In his blue eye, of pensive thought. 

The ray of love and mercy shone. 
Prompt to excuse a brother's fault. 

But never lenient to his own. 
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VI. 
Another day is come and gone,— 
The setting sun's efinlgenoe shone. 
Where through the latticed casement hung 

The richl J clustering yine, 
And the clear yesper-bell has rung 

Its summons to the shrine. 
Hb solemn pace Bernardo bends 

To the huge iron gate, 
While on his step the following friends 

In expectation wait. 
The well-paved court is quickly passed, 

Within whose spacious square, 
The fountain's crystal waters cast 

Refreshment on the air. 
The folding gate is open thrown, 
And a long corridor of stone 
Ends in the massy doors, which bound 
The chapel's consecrated ground. 
The beams of countless tapers play 
On the arched roof and fretwork ^y ;— 
St. Clara's shrine the centre space 

In lofty pomp supplies. 
While numerous altars round the place 

In less proportion rise ; 
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The Priest is there in Yi^tment white. 
To minister the sacred rite. 

VIJ. 
F(»emo6t within the right-han^ gj^^, 

The Abbess sits in silent state. 

And by her side, an ancient race. 

The veteran nans qf ^dest p^ce * 

Farther and more retired from yiew. 

Are those whpse fatal vows are new. 

Each in her separate stall ; 
And yonder small light forms declare, 
Yonng noyides and boarders there, 

Await the holy call. 
A pitying glance and heart-breathed sigh 

The gaUant strangers gave, 
For sad it was to Britbk eye 
To see snch flowerets droop and die 

Within a living grave : 
They thought npon thm native If Ijcs, 
Where beautj's.warfn endearing smj] 

Should wdcome home the brave, 
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But e^ery reasoning power was boiind 

Within a magic spell, 
When the rich choral notes resound 

From that secluded cell ; 
Unnumbered voices, sweet and clear^ 
Burst forth upon the raptured ear : 
And one there was among the rest^ 
That thrilled through either fistoier's breast^- 

It came nor loud nor strong, 
But with a feoft teraphic tone, 
A melting sweetness all its own^ 

It would the liote prolong; 
Sometimes in holy ecstacy 
It pealed the Hallelujah high : 
Then sunk to such low dying fidi 
As might beseeni the sinner's call^ 

And prayer to be forgiven ; 
Then rose again, as though in air 
An angel winged her way, to bear 

The rescued soul to heaven. 

IX. 
With eager eye and throbbing breast. 
To view the chaUntress Ronald prened, 
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n>r trery note those lipe had poured 
Found in his soul its kindred chord ; 
He looked in vain — the gentle choir 
That moment from the grate retire, 
And leave in Ronald's heart alone 
The echo of that heavenly tone. 

X. 

Bernardo's evening office o'er, 
They left the Chapel's closing door. 
** What sweet celestial voices grace," 
Fitz-Arthur cried, ^^ your vestal race ! 
It were a foolish risque to wage. 

If longer I should stay ; 
There is a bird in yonder cage, 

Might sing my heart away." — 
The good Confessor sadly smiled, 
^^ It was St. Clara's darling child. 

The flower of all her tnun. 
From whose pure lips so meek and mild 

Arose that vesper strain." 
<^ And did that witching songstress dwell 
From childhood in the cloistered cell ? " — 
Bernardo shook his head and sighed, 

^^ Such was her destined &te ; 
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In infant beauty's earliest pride, 
A Father willed that gem to hide 

Within the holy grate, 
Where from the false world's sinfol lure 
She dwelt in sacred peace secure. — 

XL 
Ye British warriors, well ye know 
How erst our dark unpitying foe 
In the fierce rage of conquest came, 
And dealt round hayoc, blood, and flame. 
One tide of terror rolled o'er all, 
And from the convent's sheltering wall 

The helpless nuns were driven,— - 
To shun a fate more horrible 
Than holy lips may bear to tell, 

They braved the storms of heaven, 
And wandered houseless, shelterless, 
In all the anguish of dktress. 

xn. 

The Convent where Maria dwelt 
The fierce assassin's fury fidt ; 
Scaredy the nuns could speed their flight, 
Etc the Destroyers came, 
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And their wild .path was rendered bright 

By their own dwdling*s flame. 
Maria's native palace stood 
Two leagues teyond a spreading wood^ 

And to that sheltering fime 
Their steps in trembling haste thejr bent^ 
N(nr heeded as they onward went 

The wind and driving rain. 
AU torn with thorns^ and galling stcMies^ 
Maria led the weary ones 

That night to bar paternal hall ; 
They came — one aged man thefy fiynad^ 
Whose fauHering lips could tUsaxcAy sotad 

The tidings (tf his master's fell ! 

XIII. 
Too bitter w(M tiie tesk to teH^ 
What toils ttM h^iplebs maid befel^. 
Until in this sequestefdl dell 

A safe retreat was given ; 
And ye have heard how saintly swell 

Her notes of pttAat to HeaVai. 
Her father's fall by fots betrayed> 

The hoivora oif ttiat fraallc flight, 
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Have cast a sad and mourafal^sbv^e 
O^er her pure spirit's native light ; • 

But mild Religion's holy, balm 

Has soothed it to a pensive calm; 

And Oh ! wit}iia this shdtaring wall^ 
So may her days glide byi 

TiU Heaven shall in its mercy call 
An angel to the sky I " — 

XIY. 
His hands upon his breast .he crossed. 
And in the nuental pmyer was lost. 
The fire was bright ia Rmald's eye. 

The glow was on Jhis cheek, 
And his clencl^ed li^u»4 spontaneiwsly/ 

Seemed his good smord to^ g^. 
" Aye, let us mi^t," Fitz-^Arthw^cried^ 

^^ Once,moiaythe8e.do|^.of h||U,; 
And thou and I, still fsid^ by si^?, . 

A. vengeful laje will t^U { " 
Bernardo raised his pensive head, 

And the stem frown b^I^ld, 
The lightning glanpe,tbft^pr?«4l7>i%i4 ; 

Your foen|en,sl#ni^tq»^k4* 



56 



Kindly he grasped their offered hands,—- 
" Conquest already crowns your toil, — 

The blood of those invading bands 
Has streamed upon our ravaged soil ; 

Well have ye fought, and freely bled, 

Be Lusia's blessing on your head ! '^ 

XV. 
Another morning dawns— —^^ Arise ! 
Ronald unclose those drowsy eyes : 
The Abbess in her chair of state 
Will shortly our approaches wait ; 
Come invocate the Graces* aid^ — 

For many a day is gone, 
Since on our forms, in gay parade, 

Fair ladies' glances shone. 
Our brows have felt the hand of care. 
Our coats are somewhat worse for wear, 
But when our knightly tale is told, 
They'll say we're gallants true and boM."— 

XVI. 
Silent and sad his friend arose 
From short and unrefieshing reft. 
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The tale of fiur Maria's iroes 

Was heavy on his breast ; 
That voice so soft and so resigned 

Still floated on his ear. 
As to the half-awakened mind 

Our morning dreams appear* 
Yet conld he not bnt smile to view 

His comrade's earnest face, 
Bright&iing his garments' faded hue^ 
Pluming his war-worn casque anew^ 
The long-expected interview 

In martial pomp to grace. 
His short crisp locks of chesnut brown 

Shade his unruffled brow^ 
Unconscious of the surly frown, 

Or self-reproving glow : 
His tall and well-proportioned form 

The sculptor's art might grace, 
And the heart's glow, sincere and warm 

Was beaming o'er his fiice : 
An arch and animated smile 

His lips would oft divide, 
And never did the word of guile 

From their frank portals glide. 
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Of riper years, an^ M«li« -ptua^f. 

Stood RonfeU jTTrbui, ctMrk pmsnejiyf 
Spoke the high soul, t^, tlMvei|^,s|^iiii^^ 

That dwelt on UfmPTtfAUtfi. 
The scholar's love^ and sobe^ iseni^^ 
Mingled wi^ miU bejieyo}efice^ 
And all that polished giace c^ glvfe, 
In those e;qv(^Te fe9^^v^ live. 
His light ai\d actiye forn(i QuntHoes 

Strength, dignity, an4^ue, 
And the bold martial ^spirit i^bines, 
Though geatle«/9$8 th^ :Qre refines. 

Mild as the summer bi^eeB^^i-— 

xvm. 

Bernardo at the appoiijyijefl hour 

Attends them to the grate, 
Where t^onisd in plenitude of pcrver 

The Abbess holds her state. 
The crucifix and hdy beact 

Are glittering at k^r side^ 
And in her ste^fast look thcyr read 

A trait of comscioiis pridei^— 
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But naught repulsive or severe 
Lours, as her grateful guests draw near. 
Ranged on their lowly forms around, 
With modest glance that seeks the ground, 
. The gentle nuns are seen ; 
And many a sparkling eye was there, 
And many a cheek of beauty rare, 

With soft and graceful mien : 
Their robes and veils of spotless white 
Descend in folds of waving light. 
The welcome given, with gracious smile. 

The Abbess craves a boon, — 
^^ Would but their brave Allies beguile 

The sultry hour of noon. 
With tidings of the recent fight. 
That quelled proud Gaul's detested might ? "- 
Back she has thrown the shading veil, 
While thus they tell the glorious tale. 



UNB OF CANTO II. 



1» 



THE CONVENT BELL. 



CANTO in. 



I. 

BONALD. 

^^ Tbjo's emancipated stream 
Behdd our burnished weapons gleam^ 
Nor yet their dansling blades dispht j .. 
The sanguine dye of battle fray, 
Though the succeeding I^gues disclose 
The path of our remorseless foes. 
The ravaged field, the trampled vine, 

The smoking hut, their step declare, 
With many a dark and fearful sign 

That murder's crimson hand was there. 
In horror^ hunger, nakedness, 

The remnant fiom their coverts crept, 
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And prayed the Lord our arms to bless, 

While franticly they wept, 
O'er the retrieveless scene of spoil, 
The wreck of their induskious toil. 

II. 
I cannot speak, O holy Dame ! 
How fiercely blazed th' indignant flame 
In every heart with pity wrung, 
While " Vengeance " burst from every tongue ! 
Impatient at the long delay, 

And btirinlig for th^ fight. 
Northward we urged <mr threatening way, 
Till y ouga's rising banks diipky 

The spirit-cheering tight ; 
For there tn soaring pridearroie 
The eagles of onrtuthl^SB'fbe^. 
How bifightty flien in cvety eye 
Gleamed the sivf^ hope of victory t 
And bright o'c^r all^ vespkiidetit ^hoiie 

Our WeKtesley's piardiug glancev 
When in hb conqMst-boding tone 

He tiade (Mir lattks ndraact* 
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III. 

As bloodhounds who have tracked tbmr pray 
Through the wild wood's uncertain way^ 
When 1o ! before their glaring eyes, 
Th' exhausted foe more faintly flies,-— 
Rises each bristling hair — ^they strain 
Headlong across the open plain, 
And deem their fangs already dytd 
In the lost murderer's crimson tide : 
So eager and so fierce we stand, 
So dart we at the chiefs command. 
Routed at every point, they yield 

Before our desperate way. 
And masters of the choeea fidd, 

We wait th' approachiag day. 
That promises a sterner fight, 
Vengeance more full, and&memoie biigiitt 

IV. 
Reluctantly the mom arose^ 

To chase that glowing dieam^ 
And shew our dark and crafty fi)e$ 

Beyond the Douro's streim. 
The floating path from str^pd to strand 

Their cautious care kid rireni 
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And far from either hostile band 
' The broken fragments driven. 
Abrupt and high the banks appear, 

Within whose narrow space 
Old Douro holds, in swiftt career, 

His never-oeasing race. 
Such mighty bounds on either side, 
As Nature's careful hand supplied 

To curb the torrenf s force, 
Alone could chain the rapid tide. 

And check its hurrying course. 
A yellow tinge the waters wear. 

As rushing on their way, 
From the imprisoning banks they tear 

The scanty soil and clay. 
A weary task the boatman plies. 

Against th* opposing stream,-^ 
Or with the fiivoring current flies. 

Swift as the passing dream ; 
But now each straggling boat they moor, 
Securely to the farther shore : 
No practicable ford extends 

O'er the rude golf between. 
Save the wild rocks Arintas lends, 

— Too distant from the scene ! — 
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Less sullenly the tyger growli 

O'er his contested food, 
'Reft of her young, less fiercely scowls 

The empress of the wood. 
Than our indignant warriors eyed. 

And cursed, the intercepting tide. 
But Wellesley's ardent mind the while 

Teemed with the glorious plan, — 
Nor mightiest force, nor craftiest guile^ 

Can foil that wondVous man : 
He bids the impatient band divide,— 
One part along the river's side 

Must seek Avintas' ford. 
The rest remain, their chance abide, , 

And wait his leading word, 

V- 
Hark ! that glad shout ! — with daring hand, 
The gallant Lusians from the strand 

Two ample boats unmoor, 

Turn, gracious Heaven, the balls aside 
That shower around, while through the tide 

They^ struggle for the shore ! 
Safely they cross, and safely reach 
Our shouting comrades on the beach ; 



66 

And freighted to the full, each boat 
Once more is on the stream afloat, 

While ranged upon the strand, 
Our thundering guns their volley send, 
And with repeated roar defend 

The dauntless little band. 

VI. 
Lost in the fixed astonished gaae 
Of stupid wonder and amaBe,— 
Or scorning the inferior force, 
No foe opposed their daring course ; 
Till from a ruined building nigh, 
Brave Paget sends defiance high 

To their overwhelming power ; 
Then, starting from their fatal trance, 
They bid a numerous force advance, 

Atid tear us firom the tower. 

VII. 
It was a CoU^e Hall that gave 
This timdy shelter to the brave, 
And theie defensively they form. 
And coolly 'l»de the oomiog stona. 
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It comesy in deep compaoted cloud :^- 
It bursts with detonation loud. 
And streams upon the battered walls 
Through sulphurous flash, a shower of balls ; 
But as our Albion's cavemed rock 

Responds the thunder's roar, 
And dashes, with indignant shook, 

The billows from her shore. 
So truly we return the knell. 

So firmly the advance repeL 

« 

They spring to the surrounding wall, 
And on the marble paved hall 

The well-aimed bullets ring, 
While on succeeding hosts they call. 

Their spreading lines to bring. 
Hemmed by the hot assailants round| 
And pierced by many a smarting wound| 

At desperate bay we stand, — 
But not one fainting heart is found, 

Nor one exhausted Jiand. 

VIII. 
Now, echoing loud, the British cheer 
Proclaims a timely succour near, 
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As our bold bands ffom yonder side 

The crimsoned bank attain, 
And bid the enclosing force divide, ^ 
While spreads the combat deep and wide, 

O'er the surrounding plain. 
Aloft our English banners fly, 
Our battle shout ascends the sky ; 
From the fierce charge of pointed steel 
Their awed battalions backward reel, 

Their steady columns bend. 
And Soult already meditates 
The refuge that Oporto's gates 

Reluctantly might lend ; 
When lo ! we point the blood-stained sword. 
Where hastening from Avintas' ford 

Appears a phalanx bright. 
His wavering flank prepared to turn. 
And greet with salutation stem, 

Hb intercepted flight 1 
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IX. 

FITZ-ARTHUR. 

— " Drippiog we came," Fitz- Arthur cried, 
^' For quickly dashed we through the tide. 

Your gallant deeds to crown, — 
And well our moistened garments dried, 

In chasing through the town. 
Ill might the startled Frenchman wait 
To close Oporto's royal gate, 
While we his flying rearward greet. 
And charge them on from street to street ; 
With headlong force and thundering shout, 
We rushed upon the flying rout, 
And drove them, — ^till the pitying night 
Cast her dark mantle o'er their flight. 

X. 

Ronald, within thf College walls. 
Had haply 'scaped the murderous balls, 
And sallying forth, he rushed amain 

The hot pursuit to aid, 
And foremost of the victor train, 

He waved his flashing blade ; 



70 



Till pressing on a well^rmed bflBd, 
Tiiey tamed, and made a stubborn stand. — 
'Twas there my gallant friend I found 
Senseless upon the reeking ground." — 

XL 
He ceased— and now the Abbess rose, 
To heaven her tearM look she throws, 

^' My Daughters" she exclaims, ^^ draw nigh ; — > 
Lo ! in our favoured dwelling stand 
Two heroes of that godlike band 

Who brought us life and liberty ! 
Our shrines from sacril^ious gase, 
Our walls from desolatioh^s blaze. 

Our bosoms from the sword, 
These have they savedj— our frequent praise 

Hath risen to the Lord, 
And here before the face of heaven. 
Our grateful thanks to them be given." — 
Then many a fair hand clasped on high 
Implored a blessing from the sky i 
So late by bashfulness subdued. 
The eye now beamed with gratitude, 
And shone with lustre, bright and chaste 

On each deliverer's form, 
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Like the returning moon*beani, cast 
On barks that gallantly have passed 
The perils of the storm. 

XII. 
— ^^ O long may Heave&'s approving smile 
Beam on the loyely sea-girt Isle ! '* 
(And Ronald's bounding heart has flown 
To greet that well-remembered tone) 
^ Like her majestic oak she stands, 
And spreads her shade o*er other lands^ 
While her protecting arms extend 

A refuge for the poor, 
And virtue, stongth, and beauty blend, 

Her empire to secure. 
So said my martyred sire, who long 
Strayed her enchanting scenes among* ''«^ 

XIII. 
— ^^ Lady) the touch was warm and true 
That gave that picture to thy view :— 
Deep in the trackless ocean wave, 

Has nature placed Britannia's tbroney 
And led the circling tides to lave 

Her fortress wall of pearly stone ; 
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Ib isolated migbt she stands, 
Girt by her guardian ocean bands. 
Tremendous as her frowning rock, 

Ruin and wreck assail her foes, 
Her barriers brave the rudest shock, 

Her woodlands smile in sweet repose : 
There herds, and flocks, and golden grain, 
Diversify the verdant plain ; 
There towers that monarch oak, and shades 
With patriarchal arms the glades , 
While many a peaceful cottage shines 
Through wreaths of fragrant eglantines. 
The ivy-mantled wall displays 
The majesty of other days, — 
Unscathed by force, imharmed by wrong. 

Time gently shakes the mouldering pile. 
And tells how ages roll along 

Unbroken, in that favoured Isle." — 

XIV. 
Bernardo! thou hast sought a boon, 
And gained the fatal gift too soon 
From that indulgent dame : 
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And daily at the convent grate 

Those dangerous guests of thine may wait^ 

The social hour to claim. 
Dost thou not mark the manfling Uush^ 

That lightens o'er Maria's cheek. 
Nor rapture's corresponding flush 

On Ronald's kindling visage speak ? 
Wherd was thy ever watching heed ? 
Spdl-bound thyself, thou didst not read. 
What rapi^ clouds and sunbeams chase 
Alternate o'er her varying lace, 
While in attention rapt, she hung 
On every accent of his tongue. 
Thou saw'st not that soul-speaking eye, 

Heard'st not the palpitating breath. 
That hailed in speechless ecstacy 

Th' avengers of her fether's death. 
Could not thy long observant age, 
Nor lore of thy loved classic page, 
Tell thee that woe the bosom leaves 

Too prone to soft aifection^s power, 
Even as the dew-steeped grass receives 

Th' impression of the falling flower ?--* 
O ! can those grated bar$ repel 
Love's monarch from the holy cell i 
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And bids an awful barrier swell, 
Impervious, insurmountable ; 
While the stem monitor within 
In thunder tells him it were sin ; 
And frail mortality will strive 
To keep deceitful hope alive, 

Against the will of fate, 
Till to one gloomy thought resigned, 
The once well-regulated mind 

Yields in the vain debate, 
And lost in helpless, hopeless care, 
Sinks a sad victim to despair. 

II. 
Tall was Maria's form, it rose 

Majestic o'er the rest, — 
A holy peace, a calm repose, 

Her downcast eye expressed. 
Through the long lash that fringed it round, 
A frequent path the tear had found, 
Andher wan cheek in pensive grace 
Too well pourtrayed its recent trace. 
The ringlet that unconscious strayed 

From her confining veil, 
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Coniraited with its deep dark shade 
That cheek so fm and pale. 

The arms that crossed her gentle breast 

Hushed the rebellioiis sigh to rest^ — 

And when her meek and quiet eye 

Was lifted to her native sky, 

She seemed some gracious form divine, 
Pourtrayed in chissdkd stone, 

If sculptor's hand could e'er combine 
Bitience and Faith in one. 

III. 
Reared in a C!onyent^s peaceful cell, 
She knew not the tempestuous swell 
Of rapture, disappointment, strife, 
That heaves the troubled waves of life : 
Yet in her bosom dormant lie 
The sparks that tender sympathy 

May brighten to a flame. 
Could she on one true heart but Ast 
The hopes and sorrows of her breas^ 

In holy friendship's name : 
So thought she oft, but never yet 
That kind congenial heart had met, 
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Though in the Conyent's yirgia train. 
Were found the giddy, light, and vain^ 
The bigiot harsh, the prude austere, 
Mixed with the gentle and sincere, 

The timid and the proud, — 
Yet not one perfect sister-mind. 
So pure, so stedfast, and refined, ' 

She found among the crowd. 
But since St» Clara^s shrine had giren 

A refuge of repose, 
Bernardo led her mind to heaven. 

To consecrate her woes. 
She loved her grateful voice to raise 
Amid the choral notes of praise. 
And loved to offer when alone 
Her sold before her Maker's throne ; 
Dearly she prized the pensive hour. 
Passed in the garden's silent bower, — 
The breeze of heaven that loved to {dqjr 

Upon tho moutner's cheek,. 
Seemed as it dried the tear away, 

Of hope and peace to speak : 
It speaks of Him whose mercy dwells 

On all his hands have made, 
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And bids the heart where sorrow swelb 

Repose on Him for aid. 
To e^ery race of mortal kind, 

On angel wings his care is bomei 
Who tempers ev'n the northern wind. 

In pity to the lamb new-shorn : 
— O never yet the fleece was rent 
From lamb more meek and innocent!-^ 

IV, 
And «uch to Ronald^s pitying eye 

The helpless maid appears, 
He longed to soothe the rising sigh, 
And with a brother's sympathy, 

To dry the falling tears. 
He brooded o'er the tender theme, 
Till it became his nightly dream^-— 
Unwelcome was the glance of day 
That chased the visioned bliss away. 
The veil — the awful vow — would rise 
Abrupt to his averted eyes, 
But he would chide the start that came^ 
And say 'twas friendship's holiest flame s 
Then seek the stern repelling girate, 
Maria's pensive step to wait,. 
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And draw, with gentle art refined. 
The pure thoughts from her spotless mind . 
Her word> her look, her very tone, 
Seemed but the echo of his own, 
For the same master spring controuls 
Each impulse of their kindred souls. 
And when he hears the tolling hour. 

That bids his lingering step depart, 
He goes, in solitude to pour 

The treacherous balsam on his heart. 
And shrinks from friendship's solace, given 
To woe-worn man by bounteous Heaven. 

V. 
Fits- Arthur marked th' unwonted cloud. 

That spoke an inward storm. 
And wrapped in uncongenial shroud 

That spirit once so warm : 
He saw the mantling glow arise. 
The sparkling rapture in his eyes. 
When to the grated iron screen 
The Nun's advancmg step was seen. 
He read his hearty and deeply grieved 
To find that gallant heart deceived 

By &ncy 's idle power ; 
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And longed to see the spell unbouiid 
By the inspiring bugle-sound. 

In battle's rousing hour. 
With distant hint, and cautious speech, 
He strove the bosom's wound to reach ; 
But welcome cold could Ronald's mind 
For truth's unflattering lesson find, 
For conscience said, an earthly flame 
Was masked by friendship's specious name* 
He dreaded lest Fit«-Arthur's eye 
The cherished phantom might espy, 
And scare, with reason's deep-toned knell, 
The forms of fancy's dreaming spell. 
So inconsistent still is love ! 

He writhes beneath a piercing smart. 
Yet shuns the hand that would remove 

With pious care the rankling dart. 

VI. 
Unscathed by love's insidious power, 
Fitz- Arthur passed the cheerful hour. 
And in the sportive argument. 
Would oft the heedless salljr vent, 
That won the ready smile, 
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Or the soft voice and plaintive lute, 
Would vie Tiriih his harmonious flute, 
The moments to beguile. 

VII. 
A noble maid, from royal Spain, 
Had lately graced St. Clara's fane, 
And none the lofty note could swell, 
Like the Castilian Isabel. 
Her kinsmen's arms were famed afar 
In the fierce desultory war. 
That proved to the invaders' might 
More wasting than the practised fight. 
High on their native mountain's breast, 
Their dwellings, like the eagle's nest, 

Brave the bewildered foe, — 
And like the lightning's flash they came. 
To dart destruction's sudden flame. 

On the dark host below ; 
Then parting in the desarts nigh, 

Their various paths they hold. 
And singly the pursuit defy, 

Intangible as bold. 
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VIII, 

The triumphs of her kindred race 
Beamed o'er the Nun's majestic face ; 
The theme her nut-brown cheek has dyed 
In the rich glow of patriot pride. 
While from her loved guitar she draws 

In tasteful skill the tone, 
And sings the wild Guerilla wars. 

With spirit all her own. 

IX. 

Is it the voice of the midnight breeze 
That comes by fits through the gloomy trees ? 
Was it the light of the mountain streign 
That flashed but now to the pale moon-beam i 
And can the dash of that slender wave 
Echo so loud from the rocky cave ?— 

•-Those sounds are the prdude to deadly fray- 
Poignard and pistol reflect the ray ; 
That echo tells where the fiery steed 
Impatiently stamps, and would fain be freed^ 
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While the shadows of that lone cave conceal 
The bravest and best of proud Castik. 



Stern Juan throws back his ebon locks — 
' ^^ They have bade us oower in our native rocks ! 
We cower but to rise, like the feathered king, 
To a loftier flight on a bolder wing : 
Their dearest blood shall ovr talons stain, 
When we scream in their ears, ^^ Revenge for Spain ! 

Sad swelled the sigh in Alonzo's breast, 

And mournfully drooped his plumed crest : 

^^ Too well they have guarded the conquered walls. 

And revel secure in our aBctent halls ; 

My brother's dnughier and youthful heir 

Are held in unwilling hostage there," — 

" Mine be the task" — cried the dark-eyed chief— 

^^ Our deeds must be sudden, our words be brief; 

Hold ambush close in the rocky dell. 

And look ta hear more by the vesper bell : 

I trust to my Saint, and my well-tried sword^ ^ 

And the pass of the undiscoyersd fbrd."-r 
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•— << Yet think on the fimrful odds, and prase."— 

— << I think on onr wrongs, and our Co«UDttiry'« cafUStf! 

Eie the children shall mourn in captitify, 

I will set my life on a desperate die, 

My name and my purpose at once reveal, 

And trust to the honour of high 
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He has mounted his steed, and the shad«a of flight 
Have closed his path on his comrade's sight ; 
The moon is withdrawing her feeble ray. 
And the chiefs are gone cm their silent way. 
And hope to deal on the battle plain^ 
To Gallia woe, and revenge for Sp^in. — 

X. 

9oti0 cdUliRutlit 
The guns are silenced — the broken swords 
Are wrenched from the hands of their lifdess lords. 
And the batteries screen, with gloomy frown, 
The gates of the newly vanquished town. 
While her lofty towers are echoing high, 
To the notes of unhallowed revelry. 
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Three sides are guarded, but safe thej deem 
The fourth that is laved by the spreading stream ; — * 
They knew not the ford, whose winding way 
Brave Juan has traced ere the dawn of day, 
Nor dreamed that by those neglected guns 
Lurked the boldest of Spain's unconquered sons. 

He lay till about the vesper hour, 

When the children are led from their prison tower. 

That the breeze may play, for a niggardly space, 

To wave the light curl from the guileless face. 

And kiss off the bitter tear that flows 

Down cheeks where terror hath blanched the rose. 

One ruffian an ample guard is found. 
To lead the babes on their lonely round. 
Well trained to the gaoler's ruthlest part — 
But Juan's poignard is in his heart !-^ 
He has lifted the maid like a willow wand. 
And the gallant boy has grasped. his hand. 

^^ Brave Spaniard, haste ! let us quickly flee, 
To the verge of earth I will follow thee ! " 
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They plunge at once in the conscious tide^ 
And safely they reach the farther side, — 
Unmarked they steal o'er the woody space, 
And rush to their Uncle's fond embrace*-—, 

— ^^ The doves are freed— and the ravenous kite 
Tomorrow shall soar on his latest flight : 
Too cheap the conquest — ^too poor the strife, 
That cost but one wretch's worthless life. 
Secure the children — the dawning sky 
Shall light us to vengeance and victory ! 
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^ons continueD* 
Ere night had parted, brave Juan stood 
On the outer verge of the friendly wood; — 
He rests his sword on the olive bough, 
And places his trusty steed below, 
While the shroud of a peasant's poor disguise, 
Veils his noble form from enquiring eyes. 

He seeks the walls, where rising loud, 
Mix the angry tones of the armed crowd ; 
And hears of the children's mystic flight. 
And the fiery threat of lawless might, 
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That dooms tbe city to jQame and sword, 
If evening see not the prize restored. 

In uncouth phrase he telk histale. 

Of a horseman who passed o'er the lonelj vale. 

And close by hit coiurser's side there speed 

» 

Two slender forms on a lighter steed, 
And well he deems that the ragged height 
Perforce must have checked their eager flight. 

^^ To arms ! and haste to the mountain's side ; 
This peasant slave shall our footsteps guide : 
Thou wretch ! remember thy caitiff head 
Shall vouch for the tale thy lips have said ! 
— How blithely the bold Castilian strode, 
As he led them forth on their fatal road ! — 

He has drawn to the wood the unwary bands. 
He springs to the spot where his charger stands, 
He vaults, and is fixed on the gallant steed. 
His blade from its verdant sheath is freed. 
He has given the spur, and loosened the rein 
And shouted abud^ '^ St« James for Spain ! " 
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Bravely they fought, and struggled long, 
For rage is bold and despair is strong^ — / 
But rage and despair in vain engage 
With rengeful hatred and tenfold rage ; 
The chargers of Spain their fetlocks dyed 
In the last opposer's vital tide. 

The Gaul has collected a mighty force^ — 

But the heroes are gone on their trackless course; 

They part like the streams of the Northern light, 

Yet oft shall those scattered flames unite, . 

And teach the astonished foe to feel 

The death-dealing vengeance of ^rronged Castile > 

XII. 
The cadence of the closing note 
Still on th' enchanted ear would float, 
While in the maid's uplifted eye 

Blazed Juan's soul of pride, 
And scorn and indignation high 

Her beauteous lips divide, 
And her resounding tones inspire 
With gleams of a prophetic fire. 
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Xllf. 
Thus hour by Ko^t, feftd'ddy by day, 
StiU glided unp^deiv^ M^y. 
^rnardo all their sU^ attends, 
And with fiis pissing eon Veiise M^ts 
The pious and instrucrtiv^ truth, 
So needful to unthinking youth ; 
The good old man ^Wdtfld fkin delay 
The 'call that soon vmit end their stay. 
— O conld lie hear the sighs that rfw^U 
In fair Maria's lonely cdl. 
And view the itieffidctual strife, 
That 'preys vtpba h^ harmless life. 
His trembling hand the gates would close 
On the sad partner of her woes. 
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THE CONVENT BELL. 



CANTO V. 



I I <t M ■■. H 1 »^ ■ I m 1 wmi 



I. 

How lightly on the quiet breast 

Close the unruffled wings of sleep ! 
Bathing the peaceful brow in rest 

Soft as the dew that violets weep,— > 
While with her poppy garland blending 
The airy forms of worlds unknown, 

She leads the willing soul, ascending 
Through flowery paths to Fancy*s throne, 
And decks the iEthiop form of night 
In halcyon plumes of azure light.— 

II. 

Sleep has a Sister, dark and dread^ 

Who seeks the mourner's tear-stained bed ; 

n2 
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With sullen scowl, and raven plume, 
She deepens midnight's cheerless gloom, 
And strews the throbbing temple o'er 
With bitter rue and hellebore, — 
And lores the shrinking soul to bear. 
Through wilds of terror and despair ; 
Snatching frofii reason's hand the rein, 

She whirls the giddy wretch afar. 
Where phantoms, horrible as vain. 

Throng round the witch's ebon car, 
Till^ panting from the fearful flight. 
The sufierer wakes to grief and light. 

III. 
No more the balm of tranquil rest 
Is shed o'er sad Maria's breast. 
No more the shrine and midnight prayer 
Her undivided homage share ; 
One yisioned form will hover near. 
One voice still vibrate on her ear, — 
And when within her narrow cell. 
Her hand th' accustomed bead would tell. 
Still from her murmuring lips will steal. 
The ceaseless prater for Ronald's weal. 
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What though her pious mind disowned 

The interdicted name of Love, 
Th' usurper in her heart was throned, 

Nor virtue's self that throne might moTe ; 
While she, a lone unsheltered flower, 
Was withering underneath his power, 
And that fair cheek was faint and pale, 
As the meek snow-drop in the vale. 
With pitying eye, Fitz-Arthur viewed 
The maid by hopeless love subdued, 
And inly vowed by strong reproof 

His lingering friend to tear. 
Far from that dark ill-fated roof 

Of passion and despair. 

IV. 
The morning beam was scarce displayed 

On the wild mountain, when he sought 
To pass, within the fragant shade^ 

An hour of deep and serious thought ; 
But in the glen, in mental dream, 

He found his pensive friend reclined, 
Intent upon the murmuring stream 

That soothed to rest his feverish mind. 
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Roused by the loud advaacing tr^. 
He slowly raised his languid head, — 
<^ Fitz-Arthur i you are soon abroad. 

To gteelthe mofnifig'ft early light : "-r- 
*^ Yes, I have viewed my idle sword, 

And bur nif bed it toi future %ht ; 
For truly we shall both be shamed 
To hear our cwquering hero named, 
If loiteriag here in sloth and eaae. 
We let the rust our weapons seise : 
What think you, if tomorrow's ray 
Behold us on our destined way ? '' — 
His half-averted glances seek 
The varying hue of Bonald'^s cheek* 
— " I would not, for an empire's power 
Be absent from the battle hour ; — 
Yet do the troops with toil o'erspent. 
Repose beoeath the shdtering teat, 
And-^doubt not but Bernardo's care 
Will for our timdy march prepare— 
Till then"- h is martial spirit strove 
Disdainfiil, 'gainst the tyrant liove. 
Fitz-Arthur saw the mounting blush, 

And nuudked the downcast eyes, 
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He felt resentnient'fi; kincHing flush 

Each calmer 4h<mgbt sutpiise^ 
Nor longer his impetudus soul 
Could the severe reproaeh eontrottL 
With cufltng lip, and seornfull lodk^ 
He glanced from Ronald io fiie brook :—- 
^^ Let the idweet purling, stream o*erwhdbil 
Thy warlike garb and ^useless helm, 
Methinks a cowl wOuldlbetter gface 
The outline of that p6asi¥e iaoe ; 
Forsake thy King— es^heMr tby creed, 
Embrace the crucifiK and 'bead, 

Doff that neglected sted ! 
Let Britain bleed, add Lusia fiiU, 
Friar Ronald in hi^ GooventwaU 
No sense of shame will feeU 

V. 
Far better, had I seen thee die 

In yonder midnight glen ! 
Soldiers had caught tby laitest^h. 
And in an honoured grave •thottd'stli9. 

Mourned by tbycouatfytien. — 
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— I care not for that reddening fiown !-^ 
I saved thee not, thy bright renown 

At woman's feet to lay, 
To languish for an idle toy, 
And like a whimpering love-sick boy, 

Sigh thy fond soul away !-:- 
A Nun professed ! " he sternly smiled, 
^^ Why Ronald, sure the wayward child | . 

Who in the stream shall see 
The moon's reflection round and fair, 
And cries to catch the bauble rare, 

Is but the type of thee : 
Boldly the urchin might essay 
To grasp the warm resplendent n^, 

Cold recompence were his, 
> And such were thine, if thou should'st try 

To seize her heart which dwells on high, 

Among the saints in bliss." — 

VI. 

Resentment flashed in Ronald's eyes — ^<^\j^^ 

^^ To me these daring words addressed t 

But that my soul may well despise, 
^j as thou art, thy taunting jest, 
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This sword thy hasty tongue should teacfa> 
To weigh the yet unuttered speech : — 
Deem^st thou I bear a heart so base, 
To shame my Country's warlike race ?— 
As for the life thou bragg'st to' sare, 

I value not the gift from thee ; ^ 

Take what thy well-meant succour gave, 
But check that tongue so bold and free, 
And cast no more thy gibes on me ! '^ 

VII. 
Sternly he spoke, and strode away : — 

Rage struggled in Fitz-Arthur's breast, 
But fond affection barred its way. 

And bade the angry impulse rest. 
His noble spirit spumed at feur. 
But Ronald to his soul was dear ; — 
Then he had probed the treacherous wound 

Beyond the victim's strength, 
And grieved that prudence could not bound 

His words' unguarded length : 
Wiser he deemed it to retire^ 

Again ere Ronald came. 
He feared his own indignant ire 

Might burst in deadly flame ; 
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And thbuglit what woe 'twere his to feel, 
Destroying where he meant to heaU 

VIII. 

But ere he well might turn to go, 
Ronald, with temperate step and slow. 

Returning met his eye ; 
Erect he stood in martial grace, 
And firmly kept his former place, 

He would not seem to fly. — 
Their glances meet, as summer beams, 
Dart forth their bright and transient gleams 

Through the obtrusive cloud ; 
And struggle to relume the day. 
With that accustomed vivid ray. 

The envious gloom would shroud : 
Well versed each other's looks to read, 
Small aid from words those glances need. 

IX. 
Ronald spoke first, and mildly said, 

" Fitz- Arthur, I was wrong. 
Thy zealous friendship to upbraid 

In terms so sharp and strong ; 
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Albeit ihj words were harsh and rude, 
And taxed me with ingratitude, 

And — ^what my soul abhors ! 
My patriot warmth no longer gfowed^ 
Although my dearest blood has flowed 

In my loved Country's cause. 

Nay more, — ^thou said'st " his colour roee^ 

And to the ground his glance he throws, 

" That I, with treacherous art, 
For my own selfish views would dye 
With the foul staifi of perjury, 

Yon Maid's unspotted heart, 
And from her woe-worn soul remove 
A heavenly for an earthly love. 
Could such black charge stand unrepelled ? " — 
His heart with strong emotion swelled. 
" Friend of my soul ! forgive the wrong 
My zeal hath blazed too rudely strong ; 
Roughly I seized the fatal dart. 
That festers in thy gallant heart , 
And my unskilful hand hath pressed 
The shaft more deeply in thy breast." — • 
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That evening to Fitz-Artbur's hand, 
A courier brought the chiefs command. 
That he upon the tented plain, 
Should join his uTarlike friends again ; 
But, as no march they meditatt, 
Ronald, within the Convent gate. 
May yet the future summons wait. 

XI. 

The morning's earliest beam surveyed 
Fitz- Arthur for the march arrayed, 
His face in wonted smiles was dressed^ 
But Ronald's fate disturbed his breast. 
And when the pious Nuns had given 
Their matin orisons to Heaven, 
Pressed round the grate in tears they stand. 
Contending for the out-stretched hand, 
Tbat soon in blOody battle field. 
Again the glittering bifide must wield. — 
The Abbeiss with an ardent prayer 
Commends him to th' Almighty's care,-^ 
In gentle accents then, 
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While her kind cheek with dew is wet. 
She prays him iicver to forget 

The Convent in the glen. 
Laden with blessings, prayers, and gifts^ 
Once more his glistening eye he lifts, 
And tells them, in the next bold fray 
His sword shall their good deeds repay. 
His holy hands Bernardo spread. 
Above the warrior's bending head. 
While scarce his quivering lip can say 
The fervent " Benedicite ! " 

XII. 
Ronald the warm injunction gives, 

To warn him of the earliest move; 
For if to that good day he lives. 

His sword his stedfast faith shall prove. 
With gentle hint, and mild disguise, 
His friend the wholesome counsel plies ; 
And now they reach the outward glen— ^ 
— " Soon may we meet as fighting men ! 
Part we in this eventful dell ; — 
Dear Ronald, guard thy heart— —farewell ! 
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XIII. 

Throughout St. Clara's holy bounds, 

The silence of dejection hung, 
The cheerful note no more resounds, 

The voice is mute, Jthe lyre unstrung ; 
Eyen Isabel's resplendent eye. 
Now rolled in listless vacancy : 
Maria felt the sad farewell, 
As presage of a warning knell, 
And shuddered, as the deadly chiti 
Stole o'er her frame with painful thrill. 
Bernardo strove, but strove in vain, 
To wake the cheerful smile again ;— 
The pensive Nuns too keenly viewed 
The gloom of hopeless solitude. 



XIV. 
— O! let me earth's wide surface tread, 
With weary step, unsheltered head. 
And let my feeble frame sustain 
The stormy terrors of the main ; 
An endless pilgrimage to roam, 
From native land and peaceful home, 
With never-ceasing care to tend 
The steps of one beloved friend I 
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Aiid I will greet, with ready smile, 
The forms of peril, want, and toil. 
So on my lip may never dwell 
That dreary sound — the long Farewell ! 
That blighter of our every joy. 
That canker, formed but to destroy 
The rose that sparingly adorns 
This cloudy wilderness of thorns. 
— Oh, heavily its accents swell ! * 

Even from th' unwilling, short, good night, 
To the last deep and hollow knell, 
O'er those the grave's relentless cell 

Hath closed for ever from our sight ! 

XV. 
While many a vestal sigh is borne 
On the soft breezes of the morn. 
And prayers to patron Saints are told 
For the young warrior true and bold,— 

Cheerly he winds his way ; 
The cloud upon his spirits light. 
Dispersed like lingering shades of night 

Before the rising day. 
High deeds of might and wreaths of fame. 
Before his brightening fancy came ;-— 
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Proud Gaul subdued, Iberia freed, 

An honoured "name, and laurelled meed, 

Supplied a long and flattering dream, — 

And home, dear home, still crowned the theme. 

For there were hearts in Britain's Isle, 

That glowed but in his magic smile, 

Parents, whose only pride and joy 

Was centred in that gallant boy, 

And friends, whose anxious breasts would burn 

In rapture at his safe return. 

XVI. 
How throbbed his bosom when afar 
He saw the radiant lines of war ! 
And to the playful breeze uqfurled 
The glorious flag that awed the world. 
While notds of preparation rise. 

And he — ^the hand, the eye, the soul, 
Wellesley — the mighty plan supplies. 

That moves and regulates the whole. 
Fitz- Arthur hears the high design 

Is ripening for the fray ; 
Cuesta will soon his force combine 

With Albion's proud array ; 
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And high Madrid her head shall rear. 
When their united bands appear. 

XVII- 
Ronald has heard the martial call, 
That roused him from inglorious thrall, — 
Once more his eye is beaming bright 
With all the warrior's stern delight ; 
Nor treacherous Love himself may claim 

Another day's delay, 
Tomorrow to the field of fame 

He speeds his hasty way. 
But grief can dim that sparkling eye, 
And wring his soul with agony. 
And treble all his former woes, 

As to his purpose firm and true, 
With stealing step, alone he goes, 

To take a long, a last adieu !-— 



END OF CANTO V. 



THE GONVENT BELL. 



CANTO VI. 



I. 

Where is the kind considerate art 
That veiled the pangs of Ronald's heart } 
Alas ! the fearful parting hour 

Has torn the feeble shroud aside, 
Nor longer has the sufferer power 

His bosom's agony to hide ; 
But every sound his lips express 
Is love's despairing bitterness. 

II. 
As vainly would the maid controul 
The wild emotions of her soul, 
Till her distracted glances fell 
On the low shrine that graced^ the ceU^-*- 
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Then on the cross her hand she laid, 
*^ The will of God must be obeyed ! 
In earliest years this form was given, 
To be th' affianced bride of Heaven, — 
And what avails it now to say, 

That had I drawn the vital air 
Where liberty delights to stray. 

In yonder Isle, so sweet and fair, — 
Aye, had I filled her r^al throne, 
Myself, my crown, were thine alone : 
Or happier in some cottage bower. 
To share with thee tb^ peaceful hour. 
To tend our white flocks on the plain. 
To watch the autumn's ripening grain, 
Around our little porch to twine 
The roses and the eglantine, 
To bid our simple garden bloom. 

And wander in the solemn shade. 
Where through the oak-tree's pleasing gloom 

The zephyr with the moon-beam played ; 
The nightingale with vesper song 

Had closed in peaceful rest our eyes. 
And the lark's, matin clear and strong. 

Pierced the thatched roof, and bade us rise : 
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Adown life's current, side by side, 
Methinks our barks would smoothly glide."- 
— The faultering voice her heart betrayed, 
She grasped the cross, and firmer said 
*^ The will of God must be obeyed I — 
And when 'gainst His overruling power 

Our wayward wills would seek to ri^, 
That is the best, the holiest hour 

For most accepted sacrifice ; 
'Tis then we emulate the Son — 
— Oh Father ! may thy will be done ! 
Since thou hast deemed me meet to share 
The vestal's joys, the life of prayer, 
Shall my ungrateful heart rebel, 
Impatient of the sheltering cell ? 
No— ever at thy sacred shrine 
O ! let me yield my will to thine ! " — 
Her hands are clasped, and raised her eye^ 
In patient, meek humility,-^ 
3ut the iaint hectic on her cheek. 
Her pale and quivering lip, bespeak 
What deep and strong emotions pressed 
For empire in her laboring breast, 
While closer still her fevered gra^p 
The crucifix essayed to clasp, 



110 

As if within its holy power 

Direlt the sole balm for that sad hoar. 



III. 
Again she bends her pitying glance 
On him who lost in sullen trance, 

Was brooding o'er their hopeless fate ; 
One hand upon his brow was spread, 
As if to calm his throbbing head, 

The other grasped the fatal grate. 
A low and scarcely uttered groan 

Forced passage for his stifled breatli, 
Then starting, and in hollow tone, 

^^ Maria ! wilt thou work my death i 
Break these accursed bands, and fly 
The hated den of bigotry ! 
Mistaken maid ! would righteous Heavep 
That soul of sympathy have given 
To moulder in a living tomb. 

Unblessed by one congenial heart, 
To shut thee from creation's bloom ?— 

— 'Twas superstition's baneful art ! — 
Burst the dark chain, and fly with me 
To pure and pious liberty ; 
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And every joy that Isle can gire 
Shall smile upon thy spotless Iife| 

Too blest for thee alone to live, 

My treasured love, my cherished wife ! ' 

IV. 
With altered look, and brovr severe, 
— ** Ronald," she said, " I may no* hear 

Our holy faith reviled ; 
Nor in St. Clara's blessed fane. 
Must thy rash lips essay to stain 

The virtue of her child. 
The awful vow is registered, 

In the bright record kept on high^ 
And my insulted ear has heard 

The proffered boon of perjury i " 
Abashed before her eyes' keen rays^ 
To earth was sunk his ardent gaze^ 
Then raised to heaven in frantic rage^^ 
<^ My death shall soon thy wrath assuage I 
Yes, one more onset with the foe 
That sought thy Country's overthrow^ 
And thii^ detested head laid loW| 

Shall find a bloody grave, 
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And thou may'st one kind tear bestow 
On him thou iir ould'st not save ! ^ 

V. 
— ^^ I would not save ! Oh witness Heayen, 
One boon to my entreaty given 
Should shield-^ee in the deadly strife. 
Thy ransom, poor Maria's life/' — 
The starting tear, the bursting sob. 
Bespoke her bosom's anguished throb, 
While love, despair, and virtuous shame. 
In following tides of crimson came 
O'er his flushed brow and burning frame. 
*^ Forgive the harsh unjust reproof, — 
I will not tear thee from the roof 
Thy pious zeal has sanctified, 
Nor bid thee cast the veil aside ;— 
On thee be Heaven's best blessings shewn. 
The guilt, the punishment my own !*- 
Short is our life's uncertain scene, 
Pass the few years that intervene, 
And freed at length, each kindred soul 
Shall seek the same celestial goaU" 
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VI. 
— *^ Now blessed be the Power who brought 
To soothe thy mind, that holy thought I 
To happier scenes, through purer skies, 
May our glad souls together rise ! " — 
She took the kerchief from her head, 
<< Be this the simple pledge " she said, 

^^ Of friendship calm and bright ; 
Bear it to yonder battle-plain. 
And never may the blood-drop stain 

Its now untarnished white ! "— — 
She gave it to his eager grasp. 
She met his hand's impassioned clasp. 

And bowed her lovely head ; 
Then drawing from his earnest hold, 
Her gentle hands once more to fold 

Her crucifix she spread, 
And called on every Saint to bless 

Her friend with glory and success. 
*^ Oh ! free from sorrow, pain, and caie^ 

May'st thou behold thy native shore ! 
To Heaven shall rise that daily prayer-— 

Farewell !— on earth we meet no more ! "- 
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VII. 
— The 8un is in the w^iem sky. 

And Lbye his ftafiiic stave hath led 
To yonder steep so wildly high^ 

Where n^lan had never dared to tread. 
What seeks he there ? it is the hour, 
When in her favorite moss-clad bower, 
Maria never fails to raise 
Her hand in prayer, her voice in praise : 

So told the Friar and Ronald now, 

Goaded by love had reached the brow. 
Whose height a barrier safe was found, 
To screen the garden's northern bound. 
His downward gaze at length he bends, 
And, careless of his life, descends ; — 
He cannot stay his rapid course, 
'Tis like the mountain cataract's force, — 
Yet iirmly. still he trod, and now, 
His hand has grasped a friendly bough ; 
There rests he for a time to breathe, 
O'er the diminished sptice beneath> 
When gliding through the distant trees, 
Maria's graceful form he sees. 
And now a daring leap has thrown 
His weight on a projecting stone ; 



115 

Descending now, where closer grew 
The cork tree and the spreading yew, 

A welcome aid they lent, 
And lightly, as from spray to spray 
The sportive squirrel speeds his way, 

His verdant course he bent. 
And now his eye the distance traced, 

Then glanced with piercing search around, 
One moment — and his step is placed 

Within the garden's hallowed bound ! 

VIII. 

He trembles, Yes, the heart that stood 

Unmoved in battle's crimson flood. 
Shrinks from the daring deed, which shame 
Tells him is sacrilegious blame. 
He will not heed the warning voice, 

He plunges in the myrtle shade, 
To lose it in the murmuring noise 

That issues from the bright cascade. 
A thousand roses gay entwine, 
Around the orange and the vine, — 
The heliotrope, so soft and fair, 
Sheds its sweet perfume on the air, 
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And all around, abore, below, 
A fairy vision seems to glow ; 
He heeds it not — ^his steps are bent. 

To the rude grotto's cell, 
'Twas to that spot Maria went, 

— Perchance her beads to tell — 
Perchance to think on one too near. 
Less holy, but alas ! more dear. — 

IX. 
Soon has he reached the modest bower, 
And he has seen that drooping flower. 
Purer and sweeter than the rose 
That all around its fragrance throws. - 
Low at the sacred shrine she kneels. 
While fast the trembling tear-drop steals ; 
Her bosom heaves in agony. 
And mingled with the frequent sigh. 
From her wan lips low murmured came 
A blessing, prayer, and — Ronald's name. 
What varying thrills of pain and bliss 
Rent his wild-throbbing heart at this ! 
Yet holy awe withheld his hand. 
Half reaching to the gate, 
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He seems upon the verge to stand 

Of everlasting fate, : 
But fast those living chrystals roll 
O'er her pale cheek, and melt his soul, 
While treacherous Love impels him on, 
Till every calmer thought is gone ; 
Unheard is Reason's voice divine, 
And desperate to the holy shrine 

His daring steps proceed, — 
What power that frantic purpose quelled ? 
Bernardo's sacred arm withheld 

And warned him from the deed. 

X. 

Astonishment, confusion, shame, 
In one o'erwhelming current came ;— 
The Father saw the moment's power. 
And drew him to the olive bower. 
And on his trembling lip he laid 

A supplicating hand ; 
While Ronald's awe-struck mind obeyed 

The mild and soft command, 
Maria slowly rose, and spread 
The veil around her drooping head ; 
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Her arms were folded on her breast^ 
And her meek bending form expressed 
Returning calmness in a mind 
Forlorn, forsaken, but resigned ; — 
And Ronald strove not to unclasp 
Bernardo's weak but earnest grasp ;— r 
Passive he stood, while glided hy 

The sad unconscious fair, 
Then on the Father bent hb eye, 

In sullen calm despair : 
^^ I know my crime, I know its doom, 
Thrice welcome is the closing tomb ! '* 
** Yes, even the closing tomb, my son. 

Must welcome prove to thee. 
Favoured by Heaven, thy virtue won 

A glorious victory ! " 
A tear from his mild eye that stole. 
Spoke soothing peace to Ronald's soul. 
" Much have I erred," Bernardo said, 
As through the screening orange shade 

Slowly they bent their way, — 
" For I exposed two gentle hearts, 
Unthinkingly, to sorrow's darts, 

And Satan's deadly sway : 
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Much havte I erred — but Heaven fergave, 
And sent me to prevent and save.- 

XL 

But say, bj what strange chance you found 
An inlet to this guarded ground ? " 
He followed Ronald's glancing eye. 
And started, as the mountain high 

Met his astonished sight ; 
*« The Virgin and the Saints defend ! 
And did you then, my sou, descend 

From that tremendous hei^t ! 
What was the purposed deed ? — what cause ? *''- 
He waited with an anxious pause : 
^^ I came for one last parting glance, — 
I saw Maria's step advance 

To yonder grot by passion wild 

Each sober faculty beguiled, 

I followed — heard the prayer addressed 

To Heaven for m e y ou know the rest."-^ 

XII. 
His wondering ej6 the Father raised. 
Then silently his Makec pmiied ; 
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And stooped bim to the ground, ivhere lay 
A rose just severed from the spray ; 
*^ My son, behold this lovely flower, 
It bloomed in a secluded bower ; 
Some idle hands misjudging tore 

The floweret from its stem. 
Its beauteous tints revive no more. 

It cannot profit them ! 

XIII. 
Who from yon peacefril fane would tear 
One maiden bud that blossoms there, 
Screened from the tempest's rudely hurled 
O'er that defenceless waste— the world ? 
It was the hand of Heaven that spread 
The holy shelter o'er their head, 
And saved them from the storms of life, 
The clouds of woe, the waves of strife. 
The thousaid agonies that press 
On woman's blighted tenderness. 
When by that poisoned shaft subdued. 

Their sex too often prove, 
The arrow of ingratitude, 

^bed by the hand of love! 
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The faithful bosom left to bear 
The deep sad pressure of despair ; 
T]ie day of pain, the night of sorrow. 
The joyless dawning of the morrow, 
The sickening eye, that cannot trace 
One comfort in creation's space, 
Until the pitying tomb shall close 
On the poor mourner's silent woes. — 
Now haste thee to the field, and bear 

Even to thy grave this blighted flower, 
The tale its faded leaves declare. 

Shall comfort thy departing hour ! " 



EXD OF CANTO VI. 
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THE CONVENT BELL. 



CANTO VII, 



I. 

Albercue ! on thy winding stream 
The eye of mom was wont to beam, 
And make each opening flower dbplay 
Its velvet petals in the ray,— 
To drink the pearl of glistening dew. 
And wake the songster's note anew ; 
Then the dark prowlers of the night 
Sped from the searching glance of light, 

I 

Which bade Heaven's feebler lamps retire 

Before the blaze of vital fire,— 

While cheerily the shepherd trod, 

O'er Talayera's verdant sod. 

ii3 
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![ II. 

' H But faintlj pale the day-light broke, 

ij Dim struggling through the earthly smoke 

'[ That wrapped those altered plains in shroud 

Denser than midnight's murkiest cloudy — 
Nor morning's beam might chaoe away 
The wolves of carnage from their prey. 
There, for the mild star's twinkling rays, 
Still flashed the death-devoting blaze; 
There, for the feathered warbler's note, 
The trumpet strained its brazen throat ; 
Crushed were the wild flowers of the plaia 
Beneath the wounded and the slain, — 
The dew profusely sprinkled o'er, 
Was of those warrior's gushing gore. 



i 






. 



III. 

Sternly the British phalanx stood, 

And deep defiance frowned. 
While rolled the Gaul his hostile flood 

In ceaseless tide around. 
The soothing hour of rest had given 

No respite from the fight, 
The death-fire's column rose to heaven, 

As horrible as bright ! 
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And OH) by that red blaze, were driyen, 
The hosts whose battle-peal had riven 
The curtain of the night. 

IV. 
Forbear my feeble muse ! nor fling 
A hand unpractised o'er the string 

That echoed to the lay. 
Where rose in richest minstrelsy, 
The combat fierce, the conquest high, 

Of Talavera's day : 
O quit the mighty theme, and glance 
Where yonder slender band advance 

Impetuous o'er the plain. 
And press upon the wily foe, 
Who meditates the sure overthrow 

Of that devoted train. 
There, in the jaws of death and flame, 
Fitz- Arthur seeks the smile of Fame, 

And cheers each eager friend. 
While from the central battle's roar. 
Through clouda of smoke and seas of gore, 

Their crimson path they bend : 
Too late they view the vengeful foes. 
In awful force surrounding close ; 
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Well iiiaj mcb warrior deem ba stands 

On his aUottoc) grave. 
Though with redoubled force their hands 

The dinted faulchions wave, 
And every death-shot parting true, 
Straight to sovne Gallic bosom ^eif^ 
Still rushing with o'crwhejUning might. 
The raging foemen urge the fight ; 
Cleft is Fitc-Arthur's waving crest, 
The blood is streaming o^er his vest, — 
But like the mountain pine, his form 
Rises majestic through the storm : 
Turn, gallant youth, thy fearless eye, 
For Ronald's sword is flaming nigh ; 
Through their firm ranks and close array 
With onset fierce he rends his way, 
Before their startled view appears 
The glittering blade, the range of spears. 
And Ronald, like the simoom's breath. 
Resistless pours the blast of death. 

V. 
Beneath the evening's sober ray. 
The echoing war-note dies away. 
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The skilful Leech has gently botiiid 

The cincture on Fitz- Arthur's wound. 

Who scorns his wearied eye to close. 

Beneath the wing of soft repose, 

Till Ronald shall have pledged tho draught. 

To Britain and to conquest quafied. 

Amid th* exulting victor train 

He seeks him, bat alas ! in vain ;•— 

The posted guard, the wounded band. 

No cheering hope can yield. 
Too well they fisar that gallant hand 

Is cold upon the field ! 
And now his earnest accents ask 
To share in their accustomed task, 
Who haste, with sad and silent tread, 
To part the dying from the dead^ 

VI. 
O veil, my muse, thy weeping eye ! 

Nor pause on the soul-sickening plain, 
Where murderous carnage triumphs hi^, 

0*er the red piles of warriors slain : 
View not the firoeen gaie of death, 

That glites as itt unearthly strife^ 
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Nor mark the agonizing breath 

That struggles still for life, — 
But, while the drop of anguish rolls, 

Beg Heaven's sweet mercy on their souls ! 

VII. 

( 

As Phcebus o'er the western hill 
Slowly recedes, and lingers still, 
So Ronald's spirit paused, as yet 
His sun of glory was not set : — 
Drawn from the dank, corrupting steam, 
And laved with the refreshing stream, 

Once more his eyes unclose ; 
Once more upon his altered cheek, 
A wandering and imcertain streak 

Of vital colour rose, — 
And Hope's un&ithful meteor broke 
On glad Fitz- Arthur when he spoke. 
** Or foes or friends, — in pity say 
How fares the fight ? — ^how goes the day ? "- 
A—** Yonder, across Alberche's stream, 

Slowly retires the routed Gaul ; 
The watch-fireit ray and Cynthia's beam 

On Albion's conquering banner fall ! " 



/ 
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;— " Fitz- Arthur ! — to my dying eat 

How sweetly sounds thy cheering voice I 9 

O truest friend ! thou songht'st me herej 

To bid my parting soul rejoice ! " 
" Talk not of parting — many a sun— '^ 
' — *' It may not be-^my sand is run : 
The richest boon that Heayen could yield j 
Is death Oirthis victorious field ! 
My breath is short— my wounded breast-*- 
— Fitz-Arthur, hear my last request ! 
Whene'er this contest's glorious close 
Shall proffer thee a long repose, 
Haste to the glen," — his keen eye shone--^ 

" Maria ! Say her soldier fell, 

Where many a fierce invader's groan 

Pealed forth her murder^ father's knelL 
Her parting boon my hand shall grasp, 
Till death have loosed its lingering clasp : 
Then, faithful friend ! thy pious care 
To her the treasured gift will bear."— 

VIII. 
A pang that rent his mangled breast 
His faltering voice awhile suppressed ; 

8 
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His brow was damp with dews of deatb^ 
And shorter came the panting breath, — 
But still in calm serenity 
On heaven was fixed his fading eje* 
With gentle arm Fitz- Arthur raised 
His drooping head, and hopeless gaaed^ 
Bending, with indrawn breath, to sei«e 

The murmuring accents that respire 
Faintly, as to the evening breeze 

Responsive sighs th' iEx>lian lyre. 
Once more those speaking glances roll. 

And meet, with tranquil beam his own. 
While from the warrior's rising soul 

Breathes the proud thought in loftier tone :• 
^^ Dear comrade ! thou wilt see me laid 
Beneath some olive's friendly shade ; 
And in my Other's ancient hall 
Tell thou the tidings of my Tall, — 
Tell him, unstained by fear or shame, 
My grave is on the field of Fame ! "— * 

IX. 

Ere sunk the moon, the turf was spread 
By martial hands o'er Ronald's head, 
Where on the slope spontaneous grew 
The olive and sepulchral yew ; 
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A little mountain stream supplied 
The never-ceasing dirge beside,. 
And lowly flowerets bloomed around, 
To deck the consecrated ground 
Hallowed by friendship's holy tear, 
And the poor soldier's sigh sincere. 
Fitz- Arthur breathed, with bending head^ 
A solemn prayer above the dead ! 
Then with the dews of midnight damp. 
Sadly he sought the conqueror's catnp.-*-* 

X. 

Proud is the hour when heroes meet 
Unscathed from battle's fiery heat. 
While the bright blaze of victory resttf 
Resplendent on their lofty crests s 
Yet must the warrior's bosom know, 
In that proud hour, such piercing woe 
As well may prompt the saddening thought . 
That conquest's wreath is dearly bought ; 
For, borne upon the breeze of death. 

Starting he hears the distant groan, 
And deems some dear-loved comrade's btcaift 

Has parted in that plaintive tone* 
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The eye that like the morning's ray 

Shone cloudless on the early fight. 
Untimely closed, ere fading day, 

In deep and everlasting night : 
Ghastly and cold the blooming &ce 

Where beamed the hearts untutored 8mile> 
The towering form of manly grace 

Crushed in the undistinguished pile ; 
And the gay voice, whose carol rose 

Mid yester-eve's convivial train. 
Greeting the march's welcome close, 

Shall never sound again ! 
Yes, friendship's tear, compassion's sigh. 
Will cloud the brightest victory, 
While the thinned ranks too well unfold 
How many a gallant heart is cold ; 
How many a soul hath passed the bounds 
That dark eternity surrounds. 
And mingled with her awful stream, 
Like frost-work in the noontide beam. — , 

XL 
The relics, of the brave remain 
To moulder in the soil of Spain ; — 
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The mild autumnal breeze had spread 

With her pale scattered leaves their bed ; 

Iberia's short-lived winter threw 

The transient veil of spotless hue ; 

And Spring had bade her wild-flowers wave 

Luxuriant o'er the soldier's grave, 

Ere parting from the warlike train, 

Fitz- Arthur sought St. Clara's fane. 

« 

XII. 
His pensive way was long and lone ;— 

The evening fell serenely mild. 
And Cynthia from her azure throne, 

August in tranquil beauty smiled; 
But sad and cheerless fell the rays, 
Unwelcome to his altered gaze ; 
He thought of where those moon-beams strayed 

O'er his loved Ronald's lowly bed ; 
The breeze that whimpered from the shade, 
The rill that murmured through the glade, 

All spoke of the lamented dead, x 

XIII. 
With heavy heart, and dewy eye, 
Slowly he paced the well-known deD^ 
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Tin sounding from the t arret nigb, 

He hears once more the hallowed bell. 
It comes not with that clieerfiil chime. 

That rose so sweet in other dajs. 
To mark the lapsing eourse of time, 

Or call the Nuns to prajer and praise. 
Oh no! it is the awful toll 
That telk of a departed soul ! 
With quickened step he sedu the gates 

That ope to his remembered call, 
His boding heart no question waits,— 

He presses to the Convent hall. 
Silent and dark is all around, 
But streams of radiance paint theground. 
Where the long corridor extends ; 
And there his stealing step he bends. 

XI7. 
Sadden a pealing note arose, 
With loftjr swell and solemn close ; 
A holy anthem deep, and clear. 
Now strikes on hisi attentive ear ; — 
Behind a column's friendly height. 
He screens him from the glare of light. 
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And views with sad prophetic eye, 
The long procession winding nigh. 
Bernardo leads the drooping train 

With faultering step and motion slow^ 
His hands the sacred cross sustain, 

His placid cheek is blanched by woe* 
Along the pillared aisle they spread, 
And now they bend their measured tread 
So near Fitz* Arthur's shaded stand, 
That every feature of the band 

His eye may trace distinct and clear ; 
But all unmarked they came and went, 
His keen enquiring gaze was bent 

On nought but the approachiqg bior. 

XV. 
Bright fell the taper's funeral ray, 
Where robed in vestal garb she lay ! 
Through the light texture of the veij 
Shone that fiiir face so sweetly pale,— 
Save the dark lash and graceful brow^ 
No shade obscured its virgin snow : 
She looked as if a peaceful rest 
Had sealed her beaming eyes awhile, 
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Atid still her half^closed lips expressed 

Their meek and melancholj smile* 
Her hands were joined, as if in prayer. 
And their transparent hues declare 
That lingering Death with long delay 
Had hovered o'er his patient prey. 
The sisters' pious care had str ewed 

The fragrant herb and blooming flower. 
And fancy might have deemed she viewed 

A lilly in a roseate bower, 
Fitz- Arthur gazed, till borne along*. 
The bier was lost amid the throng, 
And the full tide of bursting grief 
Gave his o'erburthened heart relief, 
While in majestic harmony 
Maria's recjuiem rose dn high. 

Her's was that deep and solemn knell ! 
That taper's glimmering radiance fell 
Where in the dark and silent clay. 

She rests from earthly woes, — 
And the sad strain that died away. 

Was for her soul's repose. 



THE END. 



W. TIPF£M> ntlMTER, BTTHK. 



ERRATA. 



Page 120, stanza xiii. line 3, for tempest's read tempests. 
Page 125, stanza iv. line 8, for Where yonder 

read To where yon. 



fl^^^^^^.AI 



